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CHINESE  CHILDREN. 

The  children  in  China,  play  with  toys  very 
nearly  similar  to  those  used  in  Europe  and  A- 
merica  ;  such  as  men,  animals,  houses,  boats, 
<&,c.,.  made  of  pasteboard i  or  wood. 

When  they  play  shuttlecock,  they  throw  it 
with  the  soles  of  their  feet,  instead  of  using 
their  hands.  The  Chinese  and  Tonquinese 
shoes  being  more  pliable  than  ours,  the  toes 
can  be  moved  with  more  ease  and  activity. 
The  shuttlecock  is  a  piece  of  dry  leather,  roll- 
ed round,  and  tied  with  a  thread  ;  with  four 
pieces  of  copper  coin  in  the  bottom,  to  keep  it 
steady  ;  one  of  the  pieces  has  four  holes  in  it, 
through  each  of  which  a  feather  is  stuck,  as  in 
our  shuttlecocks.  The  picture  represents  two 
peasants  amusing  themselves  with  this  game  ; 
sometimes  they  throw  up  three  or  four  balls  at 
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once.  The  toyman  in  the  same  print,  has  a 
collection  of  pasteboard  soldiers,  suspended  to 
a  bamboo  stick,  for  sale. 

The  Chinese  children  begin  their  studies 
at  five  and  six  years  of  age.  Almost  every 
village  has  a  school,  where  they  learn  to  read 
and  write.  Those  who  wish  their  children  to 
learn  more,  send  them  to  college.  Three  de- 
grees are  conferred  in  these  colleges  ;  but  are 
never  bestowed  without  good  scholarship  is 
proved  by  very  strict  examination.  When 
such  a  mark  of  approbation  is  bestowed  upon  a 
pupil,  it  is  a  day  of  rejoicing  and  happiness  to 
his  whole  family  ;  his  parents  overwhelm  him 
with  caresses ;  a  living  lamb  is  brought  to  him 
with  great  ceremony ;  and  for  several  days  he 
rides  about  on  horseback,  finely  dressed,  with 
standards  carried  before  him,  on  which  the 
marks  of  his  new  rank  are  written.  The  Chi- 
nese have  great  respect  for  knowledge ;  those 
who  have  passed  through  college  respectably, 
are  treated  as  nobles,  and  are  never  obliged  to 
pay  any  taxes.  The  Chinese  letters  are  so 
numerous,  that  one  would  think  a  whole  life 
would  be  short  enough  to  learn  them  in.  In- 
deed, thirty  years  of  close  study  is  considered 
a  proper   time  to  acquire   a  good   education  ; 
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yet  they  study  but  few  things;  of  geography, 
they  have  no  knowledge ;  they  confine  them- 
selves to  the  manners,  customs,  laws  and  med- 
icine of  their  own  country. 

Little  children  could  never  learn  the  nu- 
merous letters  of  their  alphabet,  if  they  were 
not  assisted  by  picture  books,  representing  the 
sun,  moon,  stars,  men,  horses,  &c.  The  Chi- 
nese name  is  printed  underneath,  and  the  child 
is  taught  to  tell  what  the  words  are,  when  the 
picture  is  covered  over.  But  the  little  Chinese 
would  not  know  such  a  sun  and  moon  as  we 
have  on  the  sign-posts,  and  in  our  almanacs. 
Instead  of  painting  a  face,  as  we  do,  to  mark 
the  spots  in  the  sun  and  moon,  they  paint  a 
cock  in  the  middle  of  the  sun,  and  a  hare  pound- 
ing rice  in  a  mortar,  in  the  middle  of  the  moon . 
When  the  moon  is  entering  its  third  quarter, 
about  the  fifteenth  day  of  its  age,  they  fancy 
the  spots  look  like  a  hare  pounding  in  a  mor- 
tar ;  and  therefore,  they  make  little  sugar 
hares,  and  cakes  in  the  form  of  hares,  which 
they  sell  at  the  feast  of  the  moon.  Therefore, 
if  a  little  Chinese  child  should  see  the  picture 
of  a  hare  sitting  upright,  and  should  be  asked 
what  it  was,  she  would  immediately  answer 
that  it  was  the  moon. 
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When  the  children  do  not  get  their  lessons 
well,or  have  done  any  thing  wrong,  the  common 
punishment  is  to  lay  them  flat  upon  a  form,  and 
give  them  eight  or  ten  strokes  with  a  bamboo 
lath  ;  but  their  industry  is  very  great,  and  they 
are  seldom  punished.  The  only  vacations  they 
have,  is  when  the  new  year  comes  in,  and  a- 
bout  a  week  at  midsummer. 

China  is  as  full  as  a  bee-hive  ;  and  this  im- 
mense mass  of  people  are  as  industrious  and  as 
frugal  as  bees.  Every  inch  of  ground  is  cul- 
tivated ;  and  whole  families  live  on  rafts  on 
the  water.  When  houses  are  built  on  these 
floating  rafts,  mothers  fasten  children  to  them, 
with  long  strings,  so  that  they  may  run  about 
without  danger  of  falling  in  the  water ;  some- 
times they  fasten  large  gourds  or  calebashes 
about  their  necks,  so  that  should  they  slip  into 
the  water,  the  lightness  of  the  gourd  may  keep 
them  from  sinking. 


THE  SAILOR. 

Beneath  an  elm,  that  to  the  sun 
Spreads  its  green  arms  with  joy, 

They  sit — the  parents,  and  their  on«, 
Their  only  darling  boy. 

To  town,  young  Theodore  had  been, 

And  earnestly,  and  fast, 
He  tells  the  wonders  he  has  seen, 

The  danger  he  has  passed. 

Chiefly  one  object  seems  to  have  taken 

Strong  hold  upon  his  mind  ; 
He  tells  it  o'er,  and  o'er  again — 

It  leaves  all  else  behind. 

"  Had  you  but  seen  that  ship  !— how  tall, 
How  graceful — and  how  fair  ! 

Her  masts,  her  rigging — sails — and  all 
Her  streamers  in  the  air." 

"  Oh,  how  she  cut  the  dark  blue  sea, 

That  glittered  in  the  sun  ! 
How  blest  a  sailor's  life  must  be  ! 

I  would  that  I  were  one." 

His  mother's  eye  is  filled  with  tears, 

Her  cheek  has  lost  its  hue ; 
His  mother's  heart  is  filled  with  fears,  — ■ 

"  A  sailor's  life  for  you  1" 

"  My  son,  thy  father's  lands  are  large  ; 

His  fields  are  rich  with  grain  ; 
The  thought  is  wild — regard  my  charge — 

Ne'er  mention  it  again." 


s 
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The  boy  was  silenced ;  and  he  kept 
His  thoughts  concealed ; — but  ne'er 

Again  those  cherished  fancies  slept; 
They  chased  him  everywhere. 

*  *  *  * 

Beneath  the  aged  elm  they  sit, 

The  parents — they  alone  ; 
But  he,  who  frolicked  under  it 

In  childhood, — he  has  gone  ! 

For  years,  they  have  not  heard  the  sound 

Of  that  remembered  voice, 
That  used  to  make  the  hills  around 

Re-echo  and  rejoice. 

Unseen,  unheard,  the  spring-birds  pass 

Around  them,  as  they  sit — 
A  foot-step  rustles  in  the  grass — 

They  give  no  heed  to  it. 

But  in  his  arms  he  holds  them  fast — 

'Tis  he 'tis  Theodore  ! 

Returned  to  bless  their  sight,  at  last, 

And  leave  them  never  more. 

"A  sailor's  life  is  not  for  me  j 

Let  others  live  to  roam  ; 
Give  me,  again,  the  old  Elm  tree, 

My  parents,  and  my  home." 


A.  M.  W. 


THE  IDLE  GIRL  RECLAIMED. 

"  Oh  !  aunt  Hastings,"  said  Helen  Scott,  af- 
ter lolling  and  lounging  about  upon  chairs  and 
sofas  all  the  long  summer  morning ;  "  Oh ! 
aunt  Hastings,  how  I  wish  it  were  night." 

"  And  why  do  you  wish  so,  my  dear  ?"  re- 
turned aunt  Hastings. 

"  Because,  T  am  almost  tired  to  death,  and 
want  to  go  to  bed." 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  to  fatigue  your-, 
self  so  much,  my  love  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Hast- 
ings. 

.  Helen  thought,  and  thought,  and  finally  wsta 
obliged  to  say,  "  I  have  not  been  doing  any 
thing;  but  it  is  very  tiresome  to  sit  about  so 
many  hours,  with  nothing  to  do." 

i(  I  agree  with  you,  my  dear,  perfectly ;  it 
must  be  very  hard  to  pass  as  many  hours  in 
idleness,  as  you  have  this  morning." 

Helen  stretched  and  yawned,  and  then  said, 
<l  But  how  can  I  help  it,  aunt  1  I  really  have 
nothing  to  do." 

"  Nothing  to  do,  Helen !"  said  Mrs.  Hastings, 
11  then  I  sincerely  pity  you  ;  for  I  consider  the 
having  nothing  to  do,  as  one  of  the  greatest 
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calamities  of  life ;  but,  perhaps  you  mean  there 
is  nothing  which  you  choose  to  do." 

c<  There  are  some  things  which  I  should  like 
to  do,  aunt,  if  you  will  be  so  kind  as  to  allow 
me ;  I  should  like  to  go  out  with  you  in  the 
carriage,  or  to  sit  here  and  hear  you  read 
aloud,"  said  Helen,  looking  up  in  her  aunt's 
face,  rather  doubtfully. 

"  I  cannot  gratify  either  of  your  wishes, 
Helen;  because  I  have  many  things  to  do, 
and  because  I  think  it  will  be  better  for  you 
to  learn  to  employ  and  amuse  yourself.  I  must 
leave  you  now  for  some  time ;  while  I  am  gone, 
I  want  you  to  consider  whether  you  might  not 
have  employed  yourself  usefully  and  profitably 
this  morning." 

As  soon  as  her  aunt  left  her,  Helen  began 
to  consider  according  to  her  desire. 

"  There  is  my  French — I  know  aunt  would 
like  to  have  me  attend  to  that,  and  to  drawing 
to ;  but  I  hate  them  both.  There  is  philoso- 
phy and  geography — hard,  tiresome  things  ; 
and  arithmetic,  worse  than  all.  All  these, 
and  I  don't  know  how  many  more,  she  offered 
to  teach  me,  when  I  first  came  here  ;  so  I  sup- 
pose she  expects  rne  to  attend  to  them  all.  Oh  ! 
I  do  think  she  is  very,  very  cruel." 
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And  the  poor  girl  began  to  weep  bitterly  5 
for  no  other  reason  in  the  world,  but  because 
she  had  nothing  else  to  do. 

Helen  was  the  spoiled  child  of  a  weak  moth- 
er. The  death  of  that  mother  had  lately  plac- 
ed her  under  the  care  of  her  aunt,  a  well  edu- 
cated, sensible  woman.  Accustomed  as  she 
was  to  excessive  indulgence,  and  almost  total 
idleness,  no  wonder  she  should  think  the  gen- 
tle restraints  of  her  aunt,  cruelty.  She  con- 
tinued to  weep  and  complain,  until  she  was 
summoned  to  dinner. 

"  Dinner!"  said  she,  springing  upon  her 
feet.  "  There  is  to  be  company  to-day — and  I 
am  not  dressed ;  and  my  face  is  all  wet  with 
tears.  What  shall  I  do!  Oh !  what  shall  I 
do!" 

And  for  once,  Helen  stirred  herself  like  a 
thing  of  life.  But  the  activity  of  a  few  min- 
utes cannot  make  up  for  the  negligence  and 
idleness  of  many  hours  ;  and  after  her  utmost 
exertions,  she  made  but  a  sorry  appearance  at 
the  dinner  table.  She  knew  very  well  she  was 
not  fit  to  be  seen  ;  and  drawing  her  half-comb- 
ed, half-curled  hair,  over  her  red,  swollen  eyes, 
she  bent  down  her  head,  and  hardly  ventured  to 
raise  it  while  the  meal  lasted. 
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As  soon  as  they  had  breakfasted,  the  next 
morning,  Mrs  Hastings  inquired  if  she  had  got 
her  lesson  in  French. 

u  No,  ma'am,"  was  the  reluctant  reply. 

"  In  geography?" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  Have  you  any  lesson,  which  you  are  ready 
to  recite,  my  dear  ?" 

"No,  ma'am." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  it,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings, 
"  for  I  am  at  leisure  now ;  but  perhaps  1  can 
spare  a  few  minutes  before  dinner  to  hear 
you." 

Mrs.  Hastings  sat  down  to  reading,  while 
Helen  went  to  her  own  room  ;  and  placing  the 
hated  books  upon  the  table,  began  to  turn  over 
the  leaves. 

"Geography,"  said  she, — "I  think  I  will  get 
that  lesson  first." 

She  placed  her  maps  before  her,  and  open- 
ed the  book.     But  a  difficulty  soon  occurred. 

i(  I  shall  never  be  able  to  look  out  all  those 
places  upon  the  map,"  said  she  ;  and  she  took 
up  her  slate  and  pencil.  She  did  not  quite 
finish  one  sum,  before  she  discovered  arithme- 
tic was  the  most  tiresome  study  in  the  world  ; 
and  concluded  it  would  be  much  pleasanter  to 
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saunter  in  the  garden,  than  to  pore  over  a  par- 
cel of  provoking  figures.  She  gave  her  slate 
an  impatient  push,  and  it  went  quite  across 
her  little  table,  and  fell  upon  the  floor,  on  the 
other  side,  taking  maps  and  books  along  with 
it.  She  did  not  stay  to  replace  them ;  but 
seizing  her  bonnet,  which  was  dangling  upon 
a  chair,  hastened  to  the  door,  and  met  her 
aunt  as  she  opened  it. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  my  dear  V  inquired 
Mrs.  Hastings. 

"  To   walk  in  the  garden,  madam/'  replied 
Helen. 
"  Have  you  got  any  one  of  your  lessons,  Helen  ?" 

"  No  madam." 

"  Then  I  advise  you  to  go  back,  and  apply 
yourself  diligently,  until  you  get  one  of  them 
well  before  you  go  to  walk  ;  you  will  then  feel 
that  you  have  earned  the  pleasure,  and  enjoy 
it  with  a  double  relish." 

Helen  knew  she  must  obey  ;  but  she  did  it 
ungracefully,  and  unwillingly ;  and  as  she  re- 
turned, pouting  to  her  chamber,  again  men- 
tally accused  her  aunt  of  cruelty.  Mrs.  Hast- 
ings followed  her,  and  stood  for  a  moment  in 
silent  astonishment  at  the  confusion  which  sur- 
rounded her. 
2 


14  THE    IDLE    GIRL    RECLAIMED. 

—  •     •  *■■■■■- 

ft  What  does  all  this  mean,  Helen  ?"  said 
she,  as  she  took  up  one  dirty  garment  after  an- 
other; frocks,  petticoats,  stockings,  and  pock- 
et-handkerchiefs. lc  Why  are  not  all  these 
things  put  away  in  the  proper  place,  ready  for 
the  washer- woman  V 

But  dirty  clothes  strewed  about,  was  not  the 
worst  of  it ;  those  which  had  been  brought  to 
her  so  nicely  washed  and  ironed,  instead  of 
being  carefully  put  away  in  her  drawers,  as 
they  should  have  been,  were  carelessly  thrown 
upon  the  bed,  the  chairs,  or  the  table,  and  suf- 
fered to  remain  there,  or  to  find  their  way  to 
the  floor,  as  it  often  happened.  The  conse- 
quence was,  Helen's  dresses  usually  wanted 
washing  before  they  were  even  worn  ;  and,  of 
course,  she  never  looked  neatly. 

Mrs.  Hastings  continuing  her  examination, 
soon  came  to  the  slate,  which  had  been  broken 
by  the  fall ;  and  the  maps  and  books,  all  lying 
topsy-turvy,  upon  the  floor,  with  the  inkstand 
among  them ;— said  inkstand,  after  doing  its 
full  share  of  mischief  to  its  unfortunate  com- 
panions in  descent,  now  lying  bottom  upwards, 
its  black  contents  soaking  into  the  carpet. 
Helen  had  stood  covered  with  shame,  until  her 
aunt  raised  the  clotted  maps,  and  broken  slate 
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from  the  floor  ;  she  then  hid  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"My  dear  Helen,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings,  "I 
thought  I  desired  you  to  keep  your  room  neat- 
ly, and  take  care  of  your  books." 

"  Yes,  aunt,"  sobbed  Helen  ;  "  but  I  never 
did  any  thing,  before  I  came  here :  and  I 
don't  know  how  to  set  about  it,  now." 

"  But  did  not  Sally  do  it  for  you,  several 
days,  for  the  purpose  of  teaching  you  ?" 

"Yes,  aunt." 

"  Then  I  cannot  think  you  have  given  me  a 
sufficient  reason  for  your  negligence  ;  if  you 
had  attended  as  you  ought,  you  certainly  might 
have  learned  all  that  was  necessary.  Now,  my 
dear  Helen,  I  wish  you  to  give  me  some  ac- 
count of  the  manner  in  which  you  have  spent 
the  morning." 

Helen  reluctantly  produced  her  geography, 
and  soiled  map,  and  repeated,  with  frequent 
prompting,  a  few  answers ;  and  then  exhibited 
the  fragments  of  her  slate,  with  the  unfinished 
sum. 

u  Why  did  not  you  get  the  whole  of  your 
geography  lesson,  before  you  took  your  slate, 
Helen  1  and  why  did  not  you  finish  your  sum, 
before  you  set  out  to  walk  V1 
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"  Because,  because," — Helen  began,  but  she 
could  not  think  of  any  good  excuse  ;  and  sud- 
denly stopped. 

"  Shall  I  help  you  to  the  true  reason,  my 
dear  Helen  V  said  Mrs.  Hastings,  wiping  away 
the  tears  which  were  streaming  down  her  face. 
"  Because  you  had  not  the  resolution  and  per- 
severance to  overcome  one  difficulty  ;  because 
you  would  not  apply  yourself  diligently  one 
quarter  of  an  hour  to  one  thing." 

"  It  was  because  I  could  not  apply  diligently, 
aunt;  not  because  I  would  not." 

t{  I  cannot,  in  this  case,  consent  to  exchange 
would  not,  for  could  not,  Helen.     You  certain- 
ly had  the  power  to  do  all  I  required  of  you,  if 
you  had  had  the  inclination.     It  grieves  me  to 
distress  you,  my  dear  ;  but  your  future  useful- 
ness,  happiness  and  respectability,   are  more 
important  than  your  present  ease.     You  must 
conquer  your  inclination  to  idleness  ;  you  must 
learn  to  persevere,  until  you  accomplish  what- 
ever you  set  about;  and  resolve  patiently  to 
overcome    the    little    difficulties    you    meet." 
Helen  sighed.     "  I  know  it  will  be  difficult, 
my  dear.     It  is  hard  for  the  wisest  and  best,  to 
overcome  long  continued  habits  :  but  if  you 
succeed,  as  you  certainly  will,  if  you  set  about 
it  in  earnest,  with  an  humble  reliance  upon 
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God's  grace  to  assist  you,  you  will  be  useful, 
respectable,  and  happy,  the  remainder  of  your 
life.  I  will  leave  you  now,  and  send  Sally  to 
put  your  room  to  rights.  I  shall  expect  you  to 
see  how  she  does  every  thing,  that  you  may 
know  how  to  do  it  for  yourself,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. It  is  nearly  dinner-time,  so  you  can  get 
no  lessons  to-day  ;  but  to-morrow  morning  I 
will  come  and  sit  with  you,  and  we  will  see 
what  can  be  done." 

Helen  could  not  but  be  touched  by  her  aunt's 
affectionate  gentleness  and  patience ;  she  was 
besides  thoroughly  mortified  at  the  events  of 
the  morning;  and  she  resolved  to  endeavor  to 
do  better  for  the  future.  It  is  no  new  thing  for 
children,  and  grown  people  too,  to  make  good 
resolutions,  and  break  them  as  often  as  they 
are  made.  We  hope  to  shew  our  young  read- 
ers, that  Helen  Scott  kept  hers. 

Mrs.  Hastings  sat  down  in  Helen's  room  the 
next  morning,  armed  with  that  most  necessary 
virtue — patience.  Helen's  mortification  of 
the  preceding  day,  with  her  aunt's  advice,  had 
certainly  been  of  service  to  her  ;  she  was  more 
diligent  than  she  had  ever  been  ;  but  Mrs. 
Hastings  was  aware  that  bad  habits  are  not  to 
be  overcome  at  once ;  and  she  was  careful  not 
2* 
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to  task  her  so  far,  as  to  weary  and  discourage 
her.  At  the  very  first  symptom  of  uneasiness, 
therefore,  she  said  to  her,  "I  have  pleasant 
news  for  you  this  morning,  Helen ;  and  you 
have  been  so  industrious  the  last  hour,  that  I 
think  you  deserve  to  hear  it.  Julia  is  coming 
home  to-day." 

"  Julia  coming  home  to  day,  aunt  !  Oh ! 
how  glad  I  shall  be  to  see  her ;  but  why  did 
you  not  tell  me  before."  ' 

ct  I  did  not  know  it  myself,  my  dear,  until 
after  you  retired  to  rest  last  night ;  and  this 
morning  I  was  unwilling  you  should  have  any- 
thing to  take  your  attention  from  your  studies." 
Julia  soon  arrived;  she  was  a  tall,  finely- 
formed  girl  of  fourteen,  with  a  light,  fairy 
step,  and  a  heart  lighter  still.  She  pitied  her 
orphan  cousin ;  and  her  affectionate  attentions 
soon  won  their  way  to  Helen's  heart. 

"  Will  you  go  with  me  in  the  morning  to  see 
poor  Mrs.  Sherman  1"  said  Julia,  as  they  were 
retiring  to  rest. 

il  What,  the  woman  who  has  been  sick  so 
long  1  I  think  I  shall  not  wish  to  go  ;  it  must 
make  one  very  unhappy  to  see  her." 

"  No,  indeed,  Helen;  she  is  one  of  the  hap- 
piest persons  I  ever  knew.     It  is  a  great  pleas- 
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ure  to  listen  to  her  conversation,  and  to  wit- 
ness her  gratitude  for  the  smallest  attention." 

"  Sick,  and  poor,  and  happy  1"  said  Helen  ; 
c<  that  does  not  seem  hardly  possible." 

"  Go  to  see  her,  with  me,  in  the  morning-, 
and  you  will  find  it  is  true,  my  dear  cousin ; 
the  pleasantest  hour  in  the  day,  is  the  one  I 
always  spend  with  her  when  I  am  at  home." 

Helen  promised  to  accompany  her ;  and 
when  they  had  asked  their  Almighty  Father  to 
watch  and  guard  them,  each  laid  her  head  up- 
on her  pillow,  and  slept  quietly. 

It  was  six  o'clock,  the  next  morning,  when 
Julia  aroused  Helen  from  her  slumbers ;  but 
she,  unused  to  rising  so  early,  declared  she 
must  sleep  a  little  longer. 

"  Oh  !  no,  my  dear  Helen,  you  must  not 
sleep  any  longer,  now ;  if  you  do,  we  shall  not 
have  time  to  visit  the  sick  woman  this  morn- 
ing." 

tc  I  can't  help  it,  Julia  ;  I  am  sleepy,  and  do 
not  wish  to  be  disturbed." 

"  But,  dear  Helen,"  urged  Julia,  "  we  ought, 
all  of  us  to  deny  ourselves,  if  by  doing  so,  we 
can  assist  and  comfort  others." 

"  Well,  if  I  must,  I  must,  I  suppose,"  said 
Helen,   rising   reluctantly,  and  beginning    to 
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dress  herself.     Julia  assisted    her,   and    they 
soon  set  out  on  their  walk. 

"  What  a  delightful  morning,"  said  Julia,  as 
soon  as  they  had  cleared  the  fine  old  elms 
which  surrounded  the  house  ;  ie  who  can  wish 
to  sleep,  when  they  may  be  listening  to  the 
music  of  the  birds,  and  breathing  so  pure  an 
air  as  this.  And  look  at  this  beautiful  stream, 
Helen — how  brightly  the  waters  sparkle  in  the 
sunbeams." 

Helen's  ill  humour  could  not  resist  the  unit- 
ed influence  of  the  fresh  air,  and  Julia's  smiles  ; 
and  she  soon  tripped  cheerfully  on.  Mrs. 
Sherman,  whom  they  were  going  to  visit,  had 
been  sick  many  months  ;  sometimes  she  was 
able  to  walk  about  her  room  ;  sometimes  she 
was  able  to  set  up  but  a  few  minutes ;  and  some- 
times she  was  so  ill  she  could  hardly  lift  her 
head  from  the  pillow ;  but  she  was  always 
cheerful,  patient  and  resigned.  She  was  a 
poor  widow,  with  one  child  ;  a  little  girl  of  ten 
years  old,  who  was  her  only  attendant;  but 
her  kind  neighbors  did  not  allow  her  to  suf- 
fer ;  every  one  was  ready  and  willing  to  do 
something  for  Mrs  Sherman.  As  soon  as  the 
joy  of  the  meeting  was  over,  Julia's  first  care 
was  to  prepare  breakfast  for  the  invalid,  from 
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the  stores  she  brought  with  her.  Helen  had 
somtimes  heard  of  sickness  and  poverty,  but 
she  had  never  witnessed  them  before ;  and, 
when  she  looked  upon  the  pale  face,  and  wasted 
form  of  the  sick  woman,  compassion  was  awak- 
ened in  her  young  bosom,  and  perhaps  for  the 
first  time  in  her  life,  she  felt  an  earnest  desire 
to  do  something  for  the  comfort  of  another. 
She  watched  Julia  as,  with  all  the  care  and 
tenderness  of  an  experienced  nurse,  she  fed 
the  poor  woman, — smoothed  her  pillow, — 
bathed  her  temples,  and  performed  the  many 
nameless  kind  offices,  which  the  feeling 
heart  knows  how  to  render. 

"  Julia,"  said  she  at  last,  "pray  allow  me  to 
assist  you  ;  I  shall  be  awkward  at  first,  I  sup- 
pose, but  you  will  be  patient  with  me  ;  in  time, 
I  shall  learn  to  be  as  handy  as  you  are,  I  dare 
say." 

"  I  take  you  at  your  word,  my  dear  cousin," 
said  Julia,  smiling  with  pleasure ;  "  there  is 
enough  for  both  to  do,  the  little  hour  we  have 
to  stay." 

Helen  was  indeed  awkward  at  first;  but  a 
real  desire  to  be  useful,  taught  her  to  overcome 
little  difficulties;  and  Mrs.  Sherman's  heart- 
felt, "  I  thank  you  ;  how  comfortable  I  feel 
now,"  cheered   her  heart  all    day.      At  the 
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breakfast-table  this  morning,  she  was  almost 
as  fresh  and  lively  as  her  cousin  ;  and  thouo-h 
we  are  obliged  to  confess  there  was  a  falling 
off,  when  the  books  were  produced,  it  was  but 
a  passing  cloud  ;  she  soon  recovered  her  good 
humor ;  and  with  Julia's  assistance,  got  long- 
er and  better  lessons. 

Julia  possessed  those  orderly  and  industrious 
habits  which  Helen  wanted ;  she  was  besides, 
gentle,   patient,  and  forbearing.     We  will  not 
venture  to  say   how  much  of  Helen's  reforma- 
tion was  owing  to  her  example,  and  how  much 
to    her  mother's  judicious  training;    but   we 
are  sure   that  her  visits   to  Mrs.  Sherman   did 
much  in  forming  her  character   to  virtue.     It 
was  there  she  first  tasted   the  purest  of  earthly 
pleasures  ; — the  pleasure  of  soothing  the  sor- 
rows, and  administering  to  the  wants  of  a  suf- 
fering fellow  creature ; — the  pleasure  of  benev- 
olence.    It  was  there,  too,  she  first  tasted  the 
pleasure  of  being  active  and  useful. 

At  the  commencement  of   our  little    tale, 
-Helen  was  an  idle,  untaught,  selfish,  wayward 
girl,  of  twelve  years  old.     At  sixteen,  she  was 
industrious,    intelligent,    disinterested,    affec- 
tionate and  obliging.  f. 
Stockbridge. 
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ALVAN, 

THE   POOR   LITTLE   BURNT  BOY. 

There  came  one  morn,  a  lovely   child, 
With  gesture  free,  and  accents  wild  ; 
Who,  as  we  turned  our  guest  to  see, 
Approach'd  with  meek  simplicity. 
We  gazed — delighted  with  his  air, 
His  brilliant  eye — his  skin  so  fair  % 
And  listened  with  attentive  ear, 
His  artless  laugh  of  joy  to  hear. 
And  while  we  praised  the  lovely  boy, 
Whisper'd,  "  how  great  thy  parent's  joy  J 
Surely,  whate'er  their  cares  may  be, 
They  all  are  sweetly  soothed  by  thee." 
And  thought  how  kind  indulgent  heaven, 
Which  had  this  precious  blessing  given. 
The  scene  soon  changed  ;  for  prone  to  roam, 
The  child,  for  pleasure,  wandered  home. 
And,  such  is  mortal's  varied  lot, 
'Midst  other  scenes  was  soon  forgot. 
But  scarce  an  hour,  the  scene  had  closed, 
And  silence  o'er  the  past  reposed, 
When  sudden  as  in  fancy's  dream, 
There  came  a  wild,  distressing  scream— 
A  scream  so  fearful,  that  it  froze 
The  heart,  that  listened  as  it  rose  ; 
A  scream  so  dreadful  to  mine  ear, 
It  fixed  me  to  the  spot  with  fear. 
Another  came— this  roused  my  thought, 
My  trembling  feet  the  mourner  sought. 
And  oh,  the  scene  ;  though  fled  forevei" , 
From  mem'ry  can  it  fade  1  No  never. 
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I  saw  that  boy,  whose  artless  smile 

An  hour  before  could  cares  beguile ; 

That  lovely  boy, with  trembling  frame, 

Shrink  from  the  fire  's  resistless  flame. 

I  saw  that  skin  like  lily  pure, 

Mid  dark'ning  cinders  now  obscure  ; 

And  saw  those  eyes  in  beauty  bright, 

Close  on  the  flame's  terrific  light  ; 

And  heard  that  voice  which  late  could  charm, 

Screaming  with  anguish  and  alarm. 

But  O,  what  agony  of  thought, 

When  the  wild*mother's  look  I  caught. 

Methinks  tho'  now  'tis  fled  forever, 

That  look  can  be  forgotten,  never. 

Sad,  sad  reverse  !  how  dark,  how  drear  ! 
Mysterious  fate  !  thy  plans  appear, 
When  in  the  ruins  of  this  hour, 
I  trace  thy  strong,  resistless  power. 
And  think  before  thy  stern  decree, 
How  quick  our  choicest  comforts  flee  ! 
How  soon  those  treasures  given  to  bless, 
May  lead  to  trials  and  distress. 

But  say — should  mem'ry  love  to  dwell 
On  sorrows,  she  alone  can  tell  1 
Or  frantic  fancy  fondly  pore 
O'er  sufferings  now  forever  o'er  1 
Ah,  no, — no  more  shall  memory  scan, 
This  sad,  sad  record  of  vain  man  ! 
Nor  still  shall  fancy  fondly  stray, 
Where  anguish  chills  the  mental  ray. 
But  faith  shall  look  beyond  the  rod. 
And  trace  the  hidden  hand  of  God  ; 
With  hope  our  dreary  path  illume, 
And  light  our  passage  to  the  tomb. 
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Mid  scenes  of  gloom,  and  deep  distress, 
Which  chill  us,  in  this  wilderness, 
We'll  prove  each  pang  is  kindly  given, 
To  form  and  lead  our  souls  to  heaven. 
And  though  our  hearts  in  anguish  sever, 
We'll  bless  the  hope  that  lives  forever. 

The   scene  is  o'er,  the  spirit's  fled — 
And  Alvan  's  number'd  with  the  dead. 
Each  pang  is  past — in  death  reposed, 
His  earthly  pilgrimage  is  closed. 
His  form  alone  on  earth  reclines  ; 
In  other  realms  his  spirit  shines — 
Freed  from  his  earth-born  chains  of  clay, 
That  spirit  soars  to  realms  of  day  ; 
No  more  by  pains  or  fears  distrest, 
Inherits  everlasting  rest  ! 
Death's  only  power  from  earth  to  sever  ; 
For  still  he  lives — will  live  forever. 
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MUSICAL  CHILDREN. 
HANDEL. 

Handel,  the  celebrated  German  musician, 
discovered  a  strong  love  of  music,  even  in  his 
infancy.  When  he  became  old  enough  to  go 
to  school,  his  father  forbade  his  practising  on 
any  musical  instrument,  whatever  ;  because  he 
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was  so  very  fond  of  music,  that  his  father  was 
afraid  he  would  neglect  other,  and  more  impor- 
tant studies.     This  made  young    Handel  very 
unhappy.     At  last,  unable  to  endure   the  pri- 
vation any  longer,  he    got  a  small  clavichord 
privately  conveyed  to  the  garret ;  and  not  wish- 
ing to  offend  his  father  by  neglecting  his  stu- 
dies, he   would   get  up  in  the  night,  and  play- 
while  the   family  were  asleep.     The  Duke  de 
Weisenfield  once  happened  to  hear   him  play 
on  the  church  organ,  after   service  was   over. 
Being  struck    with  the  manner  of  playing,  he 
inquired  who  the  child  was  ;  and  on  discover- 
ing that  he  was  the  son  of  his  physician,  he 
very  strongly  urged  his  father  to  indulge   the 
boy,  saying  he  was  sure  such  strong  inclina- 
tion for  music,  united   with  so   much  talent, 
would  make  him  great.     Accordingly,  his  fath- 
er placed  him  with  a  celebrated  organist.     This 
man  was  proud  of  his  pupil,    and  soon  found 
him   very    useful ;  for  when   Handel  was   but 
seven  years  old,  his  master  often  trusted  him  to 
play  upon  the  church  organ,  when  he  was  ne- 
cessarily absent.     At  nine  years  old,  he  began 
to  compose  the  church  service  for  voices  and 
instruments  ;  and  from  that  time  actually  com- 
posed a  service  a  week,  for  three  years. 
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Handel's  success  was  very  brilliant.  Mon- 
ey and  praise  was  everywhere  showered  upon 
him.  The  king  himself  was  so  much  pleased 
with  his  extraordinary  talent,  that  he  offered  to 
educate  him,  and  defray  the  expense  of  send- 
ing him  out  to  Italy  ;  but  his  father  thought 
it  best  for  him  to  depend  on  his  own  exertions. 
At  eighteen  years  of  age  he  composed  an  op- 
era, which  will  probably  be  celebrated  as  long 
as  music  exists.  In  the  latter  part  of  his  life 
he  became  blind  ;  but  his  enjoyment  of  music 
continued  to  the  last. 

MOZART. 

The  early  powers  of  Mozart,  were  even  more 
remarkable  than  those  of  Handel.  At  three 
years  old,  he  knew  the  chord  to  any  note,  and 
would  place  his  little  fingers  upon  it  readily. 
At  four  years  old,  he  would  learn  a  tune  in 
half  an  hour,  so  that  he  could  play  it  with 
great  clearness,  and  perfectly  in  time.  At  five 
years  old,  he  used  to  invent  little  pieces  of 
music  for  himself,  which  his  father  took  great 
delight  in  writing  down.  He  seemed  to  have 
the  same  quickness  and  industry  about  all  his 
studies.  While  learning  arithmetic,  the  tables, 
the  chairs,  and  even  the  walls  were  covered  by 
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figures,  which  he  chalked  upon  them  ;  so  anx- 
ious was  he  to  understand  numbers. 

Music,  however,  always  remained  a  favorite 
pursuit.  He  would  distinguish  the  slightest 
variation  of  sound  ;  and  every  false,  or  even 
rough  note,  was  torment  to  him.  Owing  to  this 
delicacy  of  his  ear,  he  had,  from  his  infancy, 
until  he  was  more  than  ten  years  old,  the  great- 
est horror  of  the  trumpet.  He  was  as  much 
frightened  at  one,  as  some  children  would  be 
to  have  a  loaded  gun  pointed  at  them.  His 
father  thought  to  cure  him  of  this  fear,  by  mak- 
ing him  listen  to  a  trumpet,  until  he  had  be- 
come accustomed  to  it ;  but  at  the  very  first 
sound  he  turned  pale,  fell  upon  the  floor,  and 
would  probably  have  had  fits,  if  they  had  not 
stopped  immediately. 

When  he  was  seven  years  old,  he  and  his 
sister,  a  few  years  older,  performed  a  public 
concert  at  Munich,  in  presence  of  the  royal 
family.  The  same  year,  they  performed  pub- 
lic concerts  at  Paris  ;  and  little  Mozart  played 
the  organ  of  the  king's  chapel,  before  the 
whole  court.  Once  when  his  father  and  two 
other  musicians  were  playing  a  trio,  he  earn- 
estly  begged  to  play  the  second  violin;   but 
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his  father  refused  him — telling  him  he  had 
never  received  any  lessons,  and  could  not  pos- 
sibly play  it  properly.  The  boy  said  anybody 
could  play  on  the  second  violin,  without  taking 
lessons.  The  father,  half  angry  at  what  seem- 
ed so  unreasonable  in  his  son,  commanded 
him  to  go  away,  and  not  interrupt  them  any 
more  with  his  teazing.  Mozart  took  up  his 
little  violin  and  prepared  to  go  away ;  but  the 
tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks.  One  of  the  mu- 
sicians pitied  him,  and  begged  that  he  might 
stay ;  and  finally,  his  father  consented,  provid- 
ed he  would  play  so  softly  as  not  to  be  heard  a- 
bove  the  other  instruments.  But  they  soon  dis- 
covered that  any  other  one  to  play  upon  the 
second  violin  was  entirely  unnecessary;  little 
Mozart  played  so  well.  The  musicians  were 
astonished  ;  and  the  father  shed  tears  of  affec- 
tion to  hear  him.  The  little  boy  was  injured 
by  praise,  as  little  boys  are  apt  to  be.  Because 
he  had  played  well  on  the  second  violin,  he 
thought  he  could  play  well  on  the  first  violin. 
He  tried ;  and  though  he  did  remarkably  well 
for  such  a  child,  yet  he  made  so  many  blun- 
ders, that  they  all  laughed  at  him.  This  should 
teach  little   boys    to  be   modest;  for  fear  the 

3* 
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good  opinion  they  gain  by  talents  and  industry, 
should  be  all  spoiled  by  their  being  too  bold. 

Mozart,  after  a  life  of  great,  success  and  pop- 
ularity, died  at  the  age  of  thirty-six.  During 
the  latter  part  of  his  life  he  was  insane,  owing 
to  delicate  nerves,  and  intense  application  to 
his  art. 

DR.  CROTCH. 

When  Master  Crotch  was  a  year  and  a  half 
old,  he  would  at  any  time  go  without  his  food, 
for  the  sake  of  listening  to  music.  When  he 
was  two  years  old  he  would  touch  the  key-note 
to  show  what  tune  he  wanted  to  have  played ; 
and  if  his  father  did  not  understand  him,  he 
would  play  the  first  three  or  four  notes  himself. 
When  he  was  two  years  and  three  weeks  old,  a 
celebrated  musical  lady  came  to  play  upon  his 
father's  organ.  The  child  was  amazingly  de- 
lighted to  hear  her ;  and  after  she  was  gone, 
he  became  so  peevish,  his  mother  could  do  no- 
thing to  please  him.  When  carried  through 
the  dining-room  he  spread  out  his  hands  to- 
ward the  organ,  and  cried,  and  would  not  be 
pacified  till  they  allowed  him  to  go  and  bend 
down  the  keys  with  his  little  fists.  This  was 
not  veyy  wonderful ;  for  children   always  love 
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to  hear  themselves  make  a  noise ;  but  the  next 
day,  when  his  mother  went  out  and  left  him 
alone  with  his  elder  brother,  he  would  not  rest 
till  his  brother  blowedthe  bellows  of  the  organ, 
while  he  sat  on  his  knee  and  played.  At  first 
he  rattled  over  the  keys  without  any  order,  just 
as  any  babe  would  do;  but  in  a  few  minutes  he 
played  "  God  save  the  King  "  so  well,  that  his 
father,  at  work  in  the  garret,  came  down  to 
see  who  was  at  the  organ.  He  could  hardly 
believe  his  senses,  when  he  saw  it  was  his 
babe.  He  waited  with  impatience  for  the 
mother  to  come  home  ;  and  when  she  arrived, 
he  put  on  a  look  of  great  mystery,  and  asked 
her  to  go  into  the  dining-room,  where  he  had 
something  very  curious  to  show.  She  was  as 
much  surprised  and  pleased  as  the  father  had 
been,  to  hear  her  little  child  play  ce  God  save 
the  King."  He  did  not  play  the  close  of  the 
tune  precisely  correct ;  because  there  were 
eight  notes  between  two  of  the  sounds,  and  his 
little  fingers  could  not  reach  so  far. 

At  four  years  old,  he  had  such  a  remarkable 
.ear  for  sound,  that  when  he  heard  the  key  of 
any  instrument  struck  in  the  next  room,  he 
would  instantly  teli  which  note  it  was. 
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So  many  people  went  to  hear  him,  that  he 
would  sometimes  get  very  tired  of  playing;  and 
you  could  not  coax  him  to  music,  any  more 
than  a  bird  can  be  coaxed  to  sing  ;  but  if  any 
one  else  struck  a  wrong  note,  he  would  rouse 
up  his  attention  in  a  minute,  and  would  instant- 
ly put  his  finger  on  the  right  one, 

THE  LITTLE  TWIN  BEGGARS. 

In  the  city  of  Naples,  there  are  three  or  four 
thousand  half-starved  beggars,  who  are  called 
Lazaroni;  a  name  probably  taken  from  Laza- 
rus, mentioned  in  the  Bible.  One  of  these  beg- 
gars had  two  little  twin  boys,  who  were  pas- 
sionately fond  of  hearing  music.  Their  father 
observing  this,  began  when  they  were  eighteen 
or  twenty  months  old,  to  teach  them  to  sing 
and  whistle,  and  place  their  little  limber  fin- 
gers on  an  instrument.  They  proved  such 
o-ood  scholars,  that  he  soon  began  to  think  of 
travelling  about  to  different  cities  with  them, 
that  he  might  get  money  for  their  singing.  For 
this  purpose  he  had  two  great  leather  pockets 
made  in  his  cloak,  in  which  h,  carried  the 
twins  about  from  place  to  place,  as  cnug  as  if 
they  had  been  two  little  rabbits.  When  he 
came  to  any  large  town,  he   immediately  re- 
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paired  to  the  principal  public  place,  and  began 
playing  on  his  flageolet.  He  could  imitate 
perfectly,  the  song  of  the  chaffinch ;  the  war- 
bling of  the  swallow  ;  the  whistling  of  the 
blackbird  and  starling  ;  and  from  these  sim- 
ple tones,  he  would  pass  to  the  melodious  tril- 
ling of  the  linnet  and  the  nightingale.  This 
excited  curiosity,  and  a  crowd  would  soon  col- 
lect to  hear  him.  Then  he  would  take  his 
little  twins  from  his  pocket,  and  place  one  on 
each  shoulder.  To  the  astonishment  of  the 
spectators,  these  little  things  would  join  in  the 
concert,  and  twitter  and  warble,  with  the  grace- 
ful merriment  of  their  happy  age.  People  were 
so  delighted  with  their  sweet  voices,  and  their 
very  little  figures,  that  when  the  concert  was 
finished,  they  would  throw  money  around  them 
as  thick  as  hail.  The  beggar,  finding  his 
twins  were  making  him  rich,  resolved  to  car- 
ry them  to  France  and  England.  .The  chil- 
dren were  everywhere  treated  with  great  atten- 
tion, and  fondness  ;  for  though  their  wonderful 
talents  for  music,  and  their  forms,— -so  small  and 
yet  so  perfect,— were  constantly  praised,  they 
continued  polite,  amiable,  and  very  modest. 
They  were  invited  everywhere,  and  everywhere 
gave  delight.     Among  the  rest,  a  Scotch  iner- 
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chant  invited  them  to  a  splendid  dinner,  which 
he  gave  on  the  marriage  of  his  only  daughter, 
After  dinner,  beautiful  plates  of  fruit  were  ar- 
ranged round  chrystal  and  china  vases,  inter- 
spersed with  statues  and  castles  of  sugar.  In 
the  centre,  a  large  and  superb  plateau  stood 
surrounded  by  an  artificial  grove.  Suddenly, 
while  the  guests  were  eating  their  fruit,  they 
heard  the  most  delightful  melody — It  was  the 
mingled  song  of  the  chaffinch,  the  linnet,  the 
tom-tit,  the  Canary-bird,  and  the  nightingale. 
All  the  company  turned  their  eyes  to  the  grove 
in  the  middle  of  the  table,  expecting  to  see  the 
birds  open  their  mouths,  and  shake  their  wings. 
But  all  at  once,  the  leaves  of  the  trees  began 
to  be  in  motion,  and  out  stepped  the  little  twins, 
each  with  his  flageolet  in  his  hand.  Their 
song  had  been  so  much  like  a  concert  of  birds, 
that  people  would  not  believe  their  ears,  until 
they  performed  it  a  second  time. 

These  two  wonderful  children,  after  their 
return  to  Italy,  were  struck  dead  by  lightning, 
while  playing  in  the  fields. 

THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  MUSICIANS. 

A  French  organist,  who  was  made  very  poor 
by  an  idle  and  extravagant  wife,  was  one  day 


THE    LITTLE    FRENCH    MUSICIANS.  35 


thinking  what  he  should  do  to  get  bread  for  his 
family.  He  had  four  children ;  and  all  of 
them  had  a  very  quick  ear  for  music.  The 
youngest,  in  particular,  was  very  remarkable  ; 
for  at  three  years  old  his  father  had  taught  him 
to  play  on  the  harpsichord  extremely  well.  As- 
tonished at  the  rapid  improvement  of  his  son, 
the  organist  began  to  think  of  making  a  fortune 
by  his  talents.  For  this  purpose  he  invented  a 
spinnet,  twice  as  large  as  the  usual  size.  His 
oldest  son  and  daughter,  having  a  very  correct 
ear  for  music,  were  soon  taught  to  play  well 
upon  this  instrument.  As  soon  as  he  thought 
they  could  play  well  enough  to  play  in  public, 
he  repaired  to  Paris  with  his  wife,  his  children 
and  his  spinnet.  He  caused  an  advertisement 
to  be  printed,  in  which  he  offered  to  exhibit  a 
wonderful  instrument,  that  would  play  of  its 
own  accord,  as  soon  as  it  was  spoken  to.  The 
house  was  soon  crowded  with  spectators ;  and 
all  went  away  thinking  there  was  witchcraft  in 
the  spinnet.  The  organist  and  his  two  oldest 
children  would  seat  themselves  at  the  keys  and 
play  a  tune — as  soon  as  they  had  risen,  the  keys 
would  move  of  themselves,  and  the  tune  would 
be  repeated,  with  a  melody  and  precision  truly 
delightful.     When  the  repetition  ceased,  the 
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organist  would  say  in  a  commanding  tone, 
"  Spinnet,  play  a  waltz  !"  and  immediately 
the  instrument  obeyed — "  Spinnet,  be  si- 
lent !"  and  the  sounds  died  away — u  Spin- 
net,  begin  again  !"  and  the  tune  continued 
— "  Spinnet,  play  a  more  lively  air  !"  and 
immediately  it  would  begin  a  light  and  frol- 
icsome tune,  that  made  every  body  wish  to 
jump  up  and  dance.  The  people  said  the  man 
who  invented  such  an  instrument  must  be  a 
wizard ;  hundreds  and  hundreds  nocked  to 
hear  him  ;  and  he  grew  rich  rapidly.  The 
king  heard  the  fame  of  this  wonderful  spinnet, 
and  expressed  a  wish  to  have  it  brought  to  Ver- 
sailles, for  the  amusement  of  himself  and  the 
queen.  After  the  performance,  the  king  or- 
dered the  instrument  to  be  opened,,  that  he 
might  examine  the  inside.  The  organist  was 
unwilling  to  comply,  and  attempted  to  excuse 
himself;  but  the  king  repeated  his  command, 
and  fearful  of  disobliging  him,  he  obeyed. 
What  was  the  astonishment  of  the  queen  to 
see  a  beautiful  infant,  seated  in  the  middle  of 
the  instrument,  with  his  little  hands  upon  the 
interior  keys  !  The  riddle,  which  had  so  much 
excited  the  curiosity  of  people,  was  all  explain- 
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ed — "  This  was   all   the   witchcraft  that  had 
been  used." 

The  discovery  did  not  injure  the  success  of 
the  organist ;  for  people  were  so  delighted  to 
see  a  little  fellow,  not  much  taller  than  a  gal- 
lon-pot, playing  the  most  beautiful  and  difficult 
pieces  of  music,  that  they  loaded  him  with 
caresses,  sugar-plums,  and  money. 

Had  his  father   been  contented  to   exhibit 
his   children's   performance    on    the    spinnet 
alone,  it  would  have  been   happier  for  them 
all ;  but  when  people  are  very  much  praised, 
they  are  apt  to  become  giddy,  and  do  foolish 
things.     The  organist   unhappily  formed  the 
idea  of  teaching  his  little  ones  to  be  actors,  as 
well  as  musicians.     One  piece,  which  the  lit- 
tle troop  performed,  was   very  amusing,   and 
drew  great  crowds  to  witness  it.     It  was  a  play 
in  which  the  youngest  musician  was  disguised 
as  a  little  pig ;  and  he  was  so  light  and  frolic- 
some, that  every   body  laughed  at  his  tricks. 
One  day,   as  he  attempted  to  bite  the  foot  of 
one  of  the   young  comedians,  the  thoughtless 
little  fellow  struck  at  him  with  a  sharp  skewer. 
The  poor  little  actor  rolled  backward,  with  a 
piercing  cry — cc  I  shall  die,"  said  he  ;  (t  and 
what   will   my   little   sister  do  without  me!" 
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These  two  children  were  remarkable  for  the 
love  they  bore  each  other  :  the  little  organist 
would  save  any  thing  for  his  sister,  rather  than 
eat  it  himself;  and  she  could  never  take  any 
pleasure,  unless  he  shared  it.  When  he  was 
wounded,  his  first  thought  was  how  she  would 
cry,  when  he  was  dead.  The  poor  little  fel- 
low did  die  of  his  wound.  He  was  not  six 
years  old  ;  yet  the  fame  of  his  musical  talents 
had  spread  through  many  of  the  cities  of  Eu- 
rope. This  shows  what  little  children  can  do 
by  industry  and  attention.  The  poor  little 
girl  fainted  away,  when  she  heard  her  favour- 
ite companion  would  never  speak  to  her  again 
in  this  world.  She  cried  and  worried  herself 
into  a  fever ;  and  for  many  weeks  she  was  de- 
lirious, and  would  cry  in  the  most  beseeching 
tone,  "  Where  is  my  dear  little  brother  I  Why 
don't  he  come  to  see  me  V* 

Music  is  a  very  delightful  science;  and 
those  who  have  a  talent  for  it,  have  reason  to 
-rejoice  that  they  have  the  means  of  making 
themselves  pleasing  to  their  friends;  but  if  lit- 
tle girls  neglect  other  studies  for  the  sake  of 
music,  they  will  be  sure  to  regret  it  when  they 
grow  older  ;  because  music  is  not  so  necessary 
as  many  other  things.     There  was  once  a  little 
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French  girl,  who  played  on  the  harp,  and  the 
guitar,  famously  ;  when  she  was  seven  years 
old,  the  Queen  gave  her  a  gold  medal,  and 
every  body  praised  her  ;  and  the  silly  child 
thought  there  was  no  need  of  learning  any 
thing  but  music,  in  this  world  ;  so  she  grew  up 
such  a  dunce,  that  she  did  not  know  what  was 
the  capital  of  England.  Ignorant  people  are 
apt.  to  be  pert  and  bold  ;  and  the  young  empty- 
minded  musician  became  so  vain,  and  so  for- 
ward, that  every  body  was  disgusted  with  her. 


ANSWER  TO  CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  Because  he  is  just  ice.     (Justice.) 

2.  Plague,   ague. 

3.  A  Dey  is  in  one,  and    a  Knight  in  the  other.    (Day 
and  night.) 

4.  A   musing — B    coming — D   lighting — N    chanting. 
Amusing  ;   becoming  ;  delighting  ;  enchanting. 
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Carefully  compiled  and  abridged  for  the  Juvenile  Mis- 
cellany. 

Conchology  and  Testaceology,  mean  the 
same  thing :  it  is  a  science  which  treats  of  the 
structure,  appearance,  properties,  and  arrange- 
ment of  shells.  Shells  are  the  external  cover- 
ing of  certain  worms,  of  the  order  Mollusca, 
called  Molluscous  animals.  They  are  the  in- 
habitants of  the  sea,  the  fresh  water,  and  the 
land.  The  animal  would  be  naked,  were  it 
not  for  the  stone  house  in  which  it  lives,  and 
which  it  carries  about  wherever  it  goes.  There 
are  parts  of  the  shell,  from  which  the  animal 
can  extend  different  parts  of  its  body  at  pleas- 
ure. The  shell  is  not  only  a  dwelling-place, 
but  a  protection  to  the  creatures  against  a  thou- 
sand enemies,  and  against  the  rocks,  on  which 
they  are  liable  to  be  dashed.  Some  are  arm- 
ed with  strong,  sharp  points ;  some  retire  into 
the  deep  recesses  of  their  shell,  where  an  ene- 
my cannot  follow  them ;  those  shells  which 
have  two  valves,  can  be  suddenly  shut  up  in 
case  of  danger  ;  and  some  of  this  tribe  fasten 
themselves  so  firmly  to  rocks,  that  nothing  can 
remove    them,    unless    it   comes   with   force 
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enough  to  break  their  shells  to  pieces.  But 
after  all,  shell  fish  are  not  perfectly  safe.  They 
have  a  destructive  enemy,  called  the  trochus, 
a  kind  of  sea-snail.  This  creature  is  furnished 
with  a  strong,  muscular,  "hollow  trunk,  border- 
ed at  the  extremity  with  a  cartilage,  toothed 
like  a  saw.  This  instrument  bores  like  an  au- 
gur ;  and  no  shell,  however  hard  and  thick, 
is  any  defence  against  it.  The  trochi,  when 
they  once  fasten,  cannot  be  shaken  off.  It  is 
o  fno  use  to  open  and  shut  the  shell.  They 
bore  through  and  devour  their  prey,  at  lei- 
sure. Sometimes  they  are  days,  and  even 
weeks,  sucking  out  the  vitals  of  the  creature 
they  attack.  This  is  the  reason  that  empty 
shells  are  so  often  found  on  the  beach,  pierc- 
ed with  a  number  of  little  round  holes. 

Molluscous  animals  are  but  partially  attach- 
ed to  their  shells.  They  can  enlarge  these 
habitations  ;  repair  them,  when  injured ;  and 
colour  them  in  the  most  beautiful  manner,  by 
mean's  of  colouring  matter  contained  in  the 
pores  of  the  neck.  The  shape  of  the  shell  is 
usually  made  to  conform  to  the  fleshy  part  of  the 
worm  ;  it  is  formed  by  a  fluid,  composed  of 
glue  and  sandy  particles,  which  are  so  fine 
that  they  can  pass  through  a  number  of  lit'le 
4* 
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channels  to  the  pores  of  the  animal,  where  it 
transpires,  condenses,  and  hardens.  With 
this  substance  the  little  mason  builds,  finishes, 
and  repairs  his  house.  When  the  body  is  chan- 
nelled, the  shell  is  made  to  take  the  same 
shape.  When  there  are  large  pointed  protu- 
berances on  the  animal,  the  shell  over  them 
appears  like  horns.  When  the  flesh  rises  in 
swellings,  which  wind  round  in  the  form  of  a 
screw,  the  shell  is  carried  on  in  a  spiral  li::e. 
The  following  are  the  names  of  the  worms, 
which  construct  and  inhabit  calcarious  shells. 
Doris,  Triton,  Ascidia,  Tethys,  Limax,  Tere- 
bella,  and  Nereis.  Conchology  relates  to  the 
external,  or  outside  appearance  of  shells,  and 
not  to  the  habits  of  the  animals,  which  live  in 
them ;  though  for  the  sake  of  instruction,  we 
may  frequently  introduce  anecdotes  of  the  ani- 
mals. A  valve  is  a  single  piece  of  calcareous 
substance,  let  its  form  be  what  it  may,  which 
serves  as  a  habitation  and  defence  to  any  of 
the  worms  above  mentioned.  When  the  shell 
is  composed  of  but  one  piece,  it  is  called  Uni- 
valve ;  because  the  Latin  word  unus,  means  one. 
When  it  has  two  parts,  it  is  called  Bivalve ;  be- 
cause the  Latin  word  bis  means  two.  When  it 
has  many   parts,  it  is  called  Multivalvc  ;  be- 
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cause  the  Latin  word  multus,  signifies  many. 
These  are  the  three  great  natural  divisions  of 
the  science  ;  they  can  be  learned  with  perfect 
ease,  and  without  any  liability  to  mistake.  In 
order  to  ascertain  where  shell-fish  belong  in 
the  animal  kingdom,  we  must  give  an  exact 
account  of  the  divisions  of  that  kingdom.  The 
Animal  kingdom  has  six  classes. 

1.  Quadrupeds. 

2.  Birds. 

3.  Amphibious  animals. 

4.  Fishes. 

5.  Insects. 

6.  Vermin. 

Two  grand  divisions  in  animal  nature  are 

1.  Vertebral. 

2.  In  vertebral. 

Animals  having  a  skeleton,  and  red  blood, 
such  as  man,  quadrupeds,  birds,  fishes,  &c.  are 
vertebral ;  all  animals  without  a  skeleton,  and 
with  white  blood,  such  as  worms,  insects,  shell- 
fish, &jc.  are  invertehral. 

Shell-fish  belong  to  the  6th  class,  which  re- 
lates to  Vermin.  This  class  is  again  divided 
into  orders. 

First  Order— Reptiles  ;  these  have  the  body 
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uncovered,  and  are  without  feet,  such  as  earth- 
worms, snakes,  &c. 

Second  Order — Zoophytes.  These  are  the 
lowest  order  of  animal  life.  Some  have  so 
little  animation,  that  they  have  been  deemed 
half  vegetable.  To  these  belong,  the  sun-fish, 
the  star-fish,  the  sea-urchin,  the  sea-anemone, 
the  polypes,  the  sponges,  and  the  animalcules. 

Third  Order — Testacious.  These  animals 
are  covered  with  a  hard  and  permanent  shell, 
which  shell  is  capable  of  growing  larger  and 
thicker — and  now  we  have  arrived  at  that  part 
of  the  Animal  kingdom  where  the  Mollusca 
belong.  Bat  yon  must  not  think  all  animals 
covered  with  shell,  are  Testacious.  Some  an- 
imals are  covered  with  crustaceous  shells ;  and 
they  are  called  Crustacea.  A  testacious  shell 
is  thick,  hard,  and  capable  of  growth.  A  crus- 
taceous shell  is  thin,  brittle,  and  cannot  grow  ; 
when  the  animals  that  inhabit  them,  outgrow 
them,  they  cast  them  off,  as  a  snake  does  his 
skin, — and  hide  away  in  the  rocks,  till  a  new 
shell  grows  ;  the  crab,  the  lobster,  and  the 
crawfish,  are  crustaceous  animals. 

Classes  are  divided  into  Orders  ;  and  Or- 
ders are  subdivided  into  Genera.  Genera  is 
the  plural  of  genus.     Genus  denotes  a  number 
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of  beings,  which  agree  in  certain  general  pro- 
perties, common  to  them  all.  Conchology  has 
36  Genera.  Each  Genus  has  a  name ;  and 
every  creature  belonging  to  the  Genus,  bears 
that  name.  This  may  be  called  a  national 
name.  For  instance,  we  call  all  the  inhabi- 
tants of  France,  Frenchmen  ;  because  they 
are  alike  in  one  thing  ;  viz.  they  are  all  born  in 
France.  But  when  we  want  to  i  speak  of  any 
particular  Frenchman,  we  must  speak  of  his 
individual  name ;  La  Fayette,  for  instance.  So 
in  Conchology,  the  thirty-six  Genera  are  di- 
vided into  more  than  two  thousand  Species,  or 
families.  In  describing  a  shell,  the  name  of  the 
Genus  and  Species  are  joined  together.  For 
instance,  there  is  a  beautiful  shell  belonging 
to  the  genus  Buccinum  ;  it  is  thought  to  bear 
some  resemblance  to  a  harp ;  and  therefore  the 
name  of  its  species  is  Harpa ;  in  describing 
it,  it  is  called  Buccinum  Harpa. 

We  shall  not,  of  course,  describe  all  the  two 
thousand  species ;  we  shall  merely  give  a  little 
elementary  knowledge,  to  guide  the  young 
conchologist  at  the  beginning  of  his  studies. 

X.  Y.  Z. 


46  CONCHOLOGY. 


Explanation  of  the  parts  of  a  Univalve  shell, 
with  reference  to  the  engraving. 

a.  The  Apex,  or  Vertex,  which  means  the 
top,  or  .summit  of  the  shell. 

b.  The  Base,  which  is  the  opposite,  or  low- 
est point  of  the  shell. 

c.  The  Beak,  or  Rostrum.  It  is  that  part 
which  extends  in  a  straight,  or  oblique  direc- 
tion from  the  bottom  of  the  aperture. 

d.  The  Body,  or  Corpus.     The  first  whorl, 
or  swelling  of  the  spire  at  the  base. 

e.  The  Canal,  so  called  when  the  opening 
of  the  shell  stretches  down  in  a  long  line,  like 
a  groove,  o*  agutter. 

f.  The  Aperture,  or  mouth  of  the  Shell.  This 
is  the  entrance  to  the  chamber  where  the  ani- 
mal resides.  The  aperture  is  sometimes  en- 
tirely open,  and  sometimes  closed  by  the  Oper- 
culum, attached  to  the  body  of  the  animal. 
The  Operculum,  is  a  lid,  or  door,  not  connect- 
ed with  the  shell ;  but  with  the  animal  ;  it 
serves  to  close  the  door  of  the  chamber,  when 
the  creature  retires  within.  Eye-stones  are 
supposed  to  be  attached  to  shells  in  this  man- 
ner. 

g.  Whorls — a  name  given  to  the  wreath*, 
turns,  or  involutions  of  a  shell. 


tun. 
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h.  The  Suture — it  is  the  spiral  line  which 
separates  the  whorls  from  each  other. 

i.  The  Spire — all  the  whorls  together,  (ex- 
cepting the  first,  or  body  wreaths,)  are  called 
the  Spire. 

j.  Columella,  or  pillar — it  is  the  inner  part 
of  the  left  lip,  or  column,  which  runs  through 
all  the  spires,  giving  them  support. 

k.    The  Back  of  the  Shell. 

I.  Varices — Crooked,  or  hunch-backed  sa- 
turus,  which  separate  little  bunches  running 
lengthwise  along  the  whorls  on  some  shells. 

m.  Umbilicus  is  the  opening  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  body,  or  the  first  whorl  of  many 
spiral  univalves. 

n.  Columella  lip. 

o.   Outer  lip. 

p.  Siphunculus — the  small  canal  or  tube, 
which  runs  in  a  spiral  direction  through  all 
the  pearly  chambers  of  the  Nautilus.  This  is 
supposed  to  enable  the  creature  to  draw  in  and 
cast  out  water  to  clean,  sink  and  raise  his 
shell. 

r.  Dissepements — these   are  the  little  pearl 
floors  or  partitions,  which  separate   the  cham- 
bers of  the  Nautilus  from  each  other, 
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FREDERICK  AND  THE  SNAIL. 

"  Don't  hurt  the  harmless  little  creature, 
Frederick ;  put  it  on  the  grass ;  don't  pull  it 
so  ;  it  is  cruel ;"  said  Anna  Marshall  to  her 
brother,  an  interesting  little  boy,  about  five 
years  old. 

"  Gruel,  Anna,"  said  he,  looking  in  her  face, 
with  a  queer,  though  somewhat  thoughtful  ex- 
pression,— "  Cruel,  cruel  !  aunt  Patty  told  me 
that  pretty  chair  in  her  parlour,  was  worked 
all  over  with  cruel.  Do  you  think  I  should  be 
like  the  picture,  or  the  chair, — or  what  ?" 

"  Oh,"  said  Anna,  laughing  and  patting  his, 
cheek  ;  "  I  mean  you  would  be  cruel,  naughty, 
cross;  not  worsted  thread,  to  sew  with." 

"  But  I  was  not  naughty,  or  cross ;  I  was 
trying  to  pull  this  great  worm  out  of  this  pretty 
shell ;  I  want  it,  and  I  am  better  than  a  worm. 
I  shook  the  ugly  thing  and  pulled  him ; 
but  see,  Anna,  how  he  crawls  in,  on  purpose  to 
tease  me.  Come  out,  you  old  worm,"  said  he, 
attempting  to  pull  it. 

"  Stop,  Frederick,  stop.  Let  me  have  it ; 
and  I  will  tell  you  what  it  is." 
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He  placed  it  in  his  sister's  hand,  who  said, 
"It  is  a  snail  ;  and  the  shell  is  his  house.  If 
you  tear  him  out  you  will  kill  him,  and  that 
you  know  would  be  very  cruel.'''' 

"  Let  me  have  it  now,  Anna  ;  I  wont  hurt 
it.  You  read  about  the  Snail  and  the  Butter- 
fly in  the  Miscellany  ;  was  it  such  a  snail  as 
this?" 

"  Yes — I  remember  mother  told  me  it  was 
a  fable,  and  I  liked  to  hear  you  read  it,  though 
I  did  not  understand  it ;  it  was  so  funny  for  a 
butterfly  and  snail  to  talk;  and  now  I  see  this 
brown  thing,  it  is  more  funny  yet.  But  tell  me, 
Anna,  what  cruel  means.  I  keep  thinking  all 
the  time  about  the  house,  and  the  chickens, 
and  the  big  sun-flower,  so  bright  and  yellow, 
on  aunt  Patty's  chair  ;  and  when  you  say  cruel, 
I  am  thinking  of  that ;  so  I  don't  understand 
you." 

"  Cruel,  Frederick,  means  to  hurt  any  thing 
on  purpose  ;  that  is,  because  you  like  to.  It  is 
very  naughty  ;  and  good  boys  are  never  cruel." 

He  stood  silent  a  moment,  looking  on  the 
snail,  then  said  very  seriously — "  Anna,  is 
mother  ever  cruel  ?" 
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"  Mother  !  Frederick  1  what  a  question  ! 
No  !" 

"  Why,  she  hurt  me  on  purpose,  that  day 
when  she  tied  my  hands  behind  me,  for  snatch- 
ing the  jumping  rope  out  of  Maria's  hands,  and 
hurting  them." 

*'  Well,  you  were  a  naughty  boy,  then,  and 
deserved  punishment;  but  there  is  mother 
coming  into  the  garden;  she  will  explain  the 
meaning  of  cruel  to  you  much  better  than  I 
can." 

Anna  ran  towards  her  mother,  followed  by 
Frederick,  who  looked  quite  anxiously  in  her 
face,  while  his  sister  repeated  his  observations, 
to  see  if  she  were  displeased  with  him  for  asking 
if  she  were  not  cru  el  to  tie  his  hands  behind 
him.  But  the  gentle  and  pleasant  looks  of  his 
mother,  showed  him  she  was  not ;  and  he  open- 
ed his  hand  and  asked  her  to  see  his  snail. 

e<  Poor  little  thing,  it  is  very  hot  and  uncom- 
fortable in  your  hand,  Frederick  ;  let  it  crawl  on 
the  wall ;  and  come  stand  by  me,  while  I  sit 
on  this  bank,  so  green  and  beautiful,  and  feel 
the  soft,  sweet  wind  blow  on  my  face ;  I  will 
tell  you  what  cruelly  is." 

u  Oh  cruelty, — that  I  can  understand  better 
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than  cruel  ;  for  when  I  hear  cruel,  I  keep  think- 
ing of  the  chair  all  the  time." 

"  Both  words  mean  the  same  thing  ;  but  let 
me  see  your  arm,  Frederick,"  said  Mrs.  Mar- 
shall, after  he  had  placed  the  snail  on  the  wall. 

"  Oh,  'tis  all  well,  mother  ;you  can't  see  any 
splinters  there,  now." 

"  I  hurt  you  very  much  getting  them  out ; 
and  it  made  me  feel  very  sorry  to  be  obliged  to 
hurt  you,  my  son  ;  but  I  know  if  I  did  not  take 
out  the  splinters,  your  arm  would  grow  worse, 
and  ivorse,  until  it  made  you  really  ill ;  do 
you  think  it  was  cruel  for  me  to  do  it,  though 
I  knew  how  much  it  would  hurt  you  ?" . 

"No,  mother." 

".  Well,  my  dear,  when  you  do  wrong,  if  I 
do  not  punish  you,  you  will  grow  worse,  and 
worse,  until  you  are  really  so  bad,  nobody  can 
love  you.  If  I  punish  you  in  time,  I  shall,  with- 
out doubt,  cure  you  of  many  faults,  just  as  I 
cured  your  arm  by  taking  out  the  black  rough 
splinters.  It  would  have  been  very  cruel  to  let 
those  sharp  things  remain  in  your  tender  skin, 
when  I  knew  how  much  pain  they  would  cause 
you.  It  is  cruel  to  hurt  any  thing  for  any  pur- 
pose  but  its  good.     Do    you  understand  the 
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meaning  of  cruel,  and  cruelty,  now,Frederick?" 
"  Yes,  mother" — and  after  a  few  moments 
thoughts  he  added,  "  and  I  don't  think  it  was 
cruel  to  tie  my  hands  behind  me  for  hurting 
Maria ;  but  I  was  not  cruel  to  the  snail,  moth- 
er ;  because  I  never  saw  one  before,  and 
thought  it  was  a  worm,  that  had  crawled  into 
the  shell,  which  I  wanted." 

ct  No,  dear,  you  was  not  cruel  then,  because 
you  minded  your  sister,  and  stopped  when  she 
told  you  it  was  unkind.  If  you  had  pulled  it 
out  after  she  told  you  it  would  kill  it,  you 
would  have  been  very  cruel.  You  are  a  little 
boy,  and  don't  know  half  how  much  your  moth- 
er loves  you  ;  if  you  did,  you  would  think  how 
sorry  and  sad  it  makes  her  feel  to  hurt  you  or 
give  you  pain." 

"  You  never  punish  Anna,  mother." 
il  True,  my  dear,  because  she  is  good  and 
obedient.  When  she  was  as  young  as  you 
are,  I  used  to  punish  her  ;  but  now  she  has  the 
habit  of  obedience,  and  that  always  makes  chil- 
dren good." 

"  When  I  am  a  big  boy,  do  you  think  I  shall 
be  like  Anna  ;  for  I  should  like  very  much  not 
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to  be  shut  up,  or  have  my  hands  tied  behind 
me." 

"  I  am  sure  you  will,  my  dear,  if  you  desire 
it ;  because  when  little  boys,  or  big  boys,  wish 
for  any  thing,  they  do  all  in  their  power  to  ob- 
tain it.  All  you  have  to  do,  my  son,  is  to  be 
obedient  to  your  parents  and  superiors,  (supe- 
riors mean  those  who  are  older  and  wiser  than 
you  are)  and  you  will  be  as  good  as  Anna,  or 
any  body  in  the  town." 

Anna  who  felt  quite  sure  that  she  understood 
the  meaning  of  cruel,  had  gone  to  gather  some 
flowers  from  her  own  garden,  and  now  return- 
ed with  a  beautiful  bunch  for  her  mother  and 
brother. 

"Thank  you,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Mar- 
shall, placing  them  in  her  bosom  ,  "  they  are 
very  fragrant." 

Anna  looked  so  pleased  to  see  her  mother 
decorated  with  flowers  of  her  own  raising,  that 
Frederick  said,  "  Father  says  I  shall  have  a 
little  garden  too,  when  I  am  big  enough ;  and 
then  you  will  wear  my  flowers;  won't  you 
mother  ?"  said  he,  coming  close  to  her,  and 
looking  affectionately  in  her  face. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  ;  but  you  need  not  wait  un- 
til you  are   a  big  boy   to  give  me  something  I 
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love  much  better  than  flowers,  or  fruit,  or  any 
thing  that  can  be  raised  in  a  garden." 

"What  is  it.,  mother  ?  what  can  I  give 
you  ?" 

il  Obedience,  and  affection." 

"  I  will,  mother — I  feel  sure  I  shall  be  a 
good  boy,  now  I  know  how  sorry  it  makes  you 
when  I  am  naughty,  and  cross." 

Mrs.  Marshall  smiled,  and  kissing  his  round, 
red  cheek,  said,  "I  think  you  will  try;  and 
now  I  must  leave  you  to  the  care  of  Anna. 
You  may  stay  among  the  flowers,  until  she 
tells  you  to  come  in." 

The  children  ran  off  delighted  ;  they  were 
happy,  because  they  were  good.  Good  children, 
great  or  small,  rich  or  poor,  are  always  happy. 

Rhodc-IslcmcL 


LORD   COLLINGWOOD'S  LETTERS. 

The  following  extracts  of  letters  from  Lord 
Collingwood  to  his  wife  and  daughters,  con- 
tain so  much  excellent  advice,  and  are  so  lit- 
tle known,  that  I  cannot  forbear  republishing 
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them.  Lord  Coilingwood  was  the  intimate 
friend  of  Lord  Nelson,  and  was  with  him  dur- 
ing most  of  his  splendid  victories.  His  whole 
life  was  spent  amid  tumult  and  battle  ;  and 
year  after  year  passed  without  his  ever  being 
allowed  time  to  go  on  shore;  yet  his  letters 
prove  that  he  was  a  judicious,  as  well  as  an 
affectionate  father. 

He  writes  to  his  wife  :  "  How  do  the  dear 
girls  go  on?  I  would  have  them  taught  geo- 
metry, which  of  all  sciences  in  the  world,  is  the 
most  entertaining  ;  it  teaches  the  mind  to  dis- 
tinguish between  truths,  and  such  things  as 
have  merely  the  appearance  of  being  truths, 
better  than  any  other.  Their  education,  and 
the  proper  cultivation  of  the  sense,  which  God 
has  given  them,  are  the.  objects  on  which  my 
happiness  most  depends.  To  inspire  them 
with  a  love  for  every  thing  virtuous  and  honora- 
ble, though  in  rags,  and  with  contempt  for 
vanity  in  embroidery,  is  the  way  to  make  them 
the  darlings  of  my  heart.  They  should  not  only 
read,  but  their  books  should  be  carefully  se- 
lected. They  should  never  have  access  to  two 
books  at  the  same  time  ;  but  when  a  subjec  t 
is  begun,  it  should  be  finished  before  any  thing 
else  is   undertaken.     I  am  persuaded  that  the 
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generality  of  people,  particularly  fine  ladies, 
only  adore  God  because  they  are  told  it  is  pro- 
per, and  the  fashion  to  go  to  church  ;  but  I 
would  have  my  girls  gain  such  knowledge  of 
the  works  of  creation,  that  they  may  have  a 
fixed  idea  of  the  nature  of  that  Being,  who 
could  be  the  author  of  such  a  world. 

To  his  daughters,  he  writes  thus  :  u  The 
greatest  pleasure  I  have  amid  my  toils  and 
troubles,  is  the  expectation  of  rinding  that  the 
understanding,  which  it  has  pleased  God  to 
give  you,  has  been  cultivated  with  care  and  as- 
siduity. Your  future  happiness  and  respecta- 
bility, depend  on  the  diligence  with  which  you 
apply  to  the  attainment  of  knowledge,  at  this 
period  of  your  life  ;  and  I  hope  that  no  negli- 
gence of  your  own  will  be  a  bar  to  your  pro- 
gress. 

My  beloved  children,  so  much  interested  am 
I  that  you  should  be  worthy  of  the  esteem  of 
good  and  wise  people,  that  when  I  write  I  can- 
not forbear  to  enforce  the  instruction  you  re- 
ceive by  admonition  of  my  own  ;  pointing  out 
to  you  the  great  advantages  that  will  result 
from  a  temperate  conduct  and  sweetness  of  man- 
ner to  all  people,  on  all  occasions.  It  does  not 
follow  that  you  are  to  coincide   and   agree   in 
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opinion  with  every  ill-judging  person  ;  but  after 
showing  them  your  reason  for  dissenting  from 
their  opinion,  your  argument  and  opposition  to 
it  should  not  be  tinctured  by  any  thing  offen- 
sive. Never,  for  one  moment,  forget  that  you 
are  a  gentlewoman  ;  let  all  your  words  and  all 
your  actions  mark  you  gentle.  I  never  knew 
your  mother, — your  dear,  your  good  mother, — 
say  a  harsh,  or  a  hasty  thing,  to  any  person  in 
my  life.  Endeavour  to  imitate  her.  I  am 
quick  and  hasty  in  my  temper  ;  my  sensibility 
is  sometimes  touched  with  a  trifle,  and  my  ex- 
pression of  it  is  as  sudden  as  gunpowder ;  but, 
my  darling,  it  is  a  misfortune,  which  not  hav- 
ing been  sufficiently  restrained  in  my  youth, 
has  caused  me  much  pain.  Indeed,  it  has  giv- 
en me  more  trouble  to  subdue  this  natural  im- 
petuosity, than  any  thing  I  ever  undertook.  I 
believe  you  are  both  mild;  but  if  ever  you  feel 
in  your  little  breasts  that  you  inherit  a  particle 
of  your  father's  infirmity,  restrain  it,  and  quit 
the  subject  that  has  caused  it,  until  your  se- 
renity be  recovered.  So  much  for  mind  and 
manners ;  next  for  accomplishments.  No 
sportsman  ever  hits  a  partridge  without  aiming 
at  it ;  and  skill  is  acquired  by  repeated  at- 
tempts.    It  is  the  same  thing  in  every  art ;  un- 
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less  you  aim  at  perfection,  you  will  never  attain 
it ;  but  frequent  attempts  will  make  it  easy. 
Never,  therefore,   do  any  thing  with  indiffer- 
ence.    Whether  it  be  to  mend  a  rent  in  your 
garment,  or  finish  the  most  delicate  piece  of 
art,  endeavour  to  do  it  as  perfectly  as  possible, 
When  you  write  a  letter,  give  it  your  greatest 
care,  that  it  may  be  as  perfect  in  all  its  parts  as 
you  can  make  it.     Let  it  be  sense  expressed  in 
the  most  plain,  intelligible,  and  elegant  manner, 
that  you  are  capable  of.     If  in  a  familiar  epis- 
tle you  should  be   playful   and  .jocular,  guard 
carefully  that  your   wit  be  not  sharp,  so  as  to 
give  pain  to  any  person  ;  and  before  you  write 
a   sentence,    examine  it,    even  the   words  of 
which  it  is  composed,  that  there  be  nothing 
vulgar,  or  inelegant  in  them.     Remember,  my 
dear,  that  your  letter  is  the  picture  of  your 
brains;  and   those   whose   brains  are  a  com- 
pound of  folly,   nonsense,  and  impertinence, 
are  to  blame  to  exhibit  them  to  the  contempt 
of  the  world,  or  the  pity  of  their  friends.     To 
write  a  letter  without  proper  stops,  with  crook- 
ed lines,  and  great  flourishing  dashes,  is  inele- 
gant; it  either  argues  ignorance  of  what  is 
proper,  or  great  indifference  toward  the  person 
to  whom  it  is  addressed,  and  is  consequently 
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disrespectful.  It  makes  no  amends  to  add  an 
apology  for  having  scrawled  a  sheet  of  paper  ; 
or  of  bad  pens,  for  you  should  mend  them  ; 
or  want  of  time,  for  nothing  is  more  important 
to  you,  or  to  which  your  time  can  be  more 
properly  devoted.  I  think  I  can  know  the 
character  of  a  lady,  pretty  nearly  by  her  hand- 
writing. The  dashers  are  all  impudent,  how- 
ever they  may  conceal  it  from  themselves,  or 
others  ;  and  the  scribblers  flatter  themselves 
with  the  vain  hope,  that  as  their  letter  cannot 
be  read,  it  may  be  mistaken  for  sense.  I  am 
very  anxious  to  come  to  England ;  for  I  have 
lately  been  unwell.  The  greatest  happiness, 
which  I  expect  there,  is  to  find  that  my  dear 
girls  have  been  assiduous  in  their  learning. 
May  God  Almighty  bless  you,  my  beloved  lit- 
tle Sarah,  and  sweet  Mary,  too." 

Another  is  addressed  to  his  daughters  a  few 
months  afterwards  :  "  Endeavour,  my  beloved 
girls,  to  attain  those  qualities,  which  constitute 
an  amiable  and  honorable  woman.  God  has 
impressed  on  every  breast  a  certain  knowledge 
of  right  and  wrong,  which  we  call  conscience. 
No  person  ever  did  a  kind  action  without  feel- 
ing that  it  was  good  ;  it  creates  a  pleasure  that 
nothing  else  can  produce;  and  this  pleasure 
6 
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is  greater  when  the  act,  which  causes  it,  is  veil- 
ed from  the  eye  of  the  world.  On  the  other 
hand,  no  person  ever  did,  or  said,  an  unkind, 
or  mischievous  thing,  who  did  not,  in  the  very 
instant,  feel  that  he  had  done  wrong.  This 
feeling  is  a  natural  monitor,  and  never  will  de- 
ceive, if  due  regard  be  paid  to  it.  One  good 
rule,  which  you  should  ever  bear  in  mind,  and 
act  up  to,  as  much  as  possible,  is  never  to  say 
any  thing,  v/hich  you  may  afterwards  wish  im- 
said,  or  do  what  you  may  afterwards  wish  un- 
done. Education  may  be  divided  into  three 
parts ;  all  of  great  importance  to  happiness, 
but  in  different  degrees.  The  first  is  the  cul- 
tivation of  the  mind,  that  you  may  have  a 
knowledge  of  right  and  wrong,  and  acquire 
habits  of  virtue  and  honor.  The  second  part 
of  education,  is  a  competent  knowledge  how  to 
manage  your  affairs,  whatever  they  may  happen 
to  be ;  to  know  how  to  direct  the  economy  of 
your  house  ;  and  to  keep  exact  accounts  of  ev- 
ery thing  which  concerns  you.  I  hope  you 
are  both  very  skilful  in  arithmetic.  Independ- 
ently of  its  great  use  to  every  body  in  every 
situation  of  life,  it  is  one  of  the  most  curious 
and  entertaining  sciences  that  can  be  conceiv- 
ed.    The   characters  which   are  used,  1    2.  3. 
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are  of  Arabic  origin  ;  and  that  by  adding,  sub- 
tracting, and  dividing  them,  we  should  come, 
at  last,  to  results  so  far  beyond  the  comprehen- 
sion of  the  human   mind   without   them,  is  so 
wonderful,  if  they   were  of  no  real  use,  they 
would  be  exercised   for   mere   entertainment ; 
and  it  would   be  the  fashion  for   accomplished 
people,  instead  of  cakes  and  cards  at  their  routs, 
to  take  coffee  and  a  difficult  question   in  the 
Rule  of  Three,  or  Extracting  the  Square  Root. 
The  third  part  of  education  is  not  less  valua- 
ble than  the  others.     It  is  how   to  practise 
those  manners   and   that   address,    which  will 
recommend  you   to  the   respect  of  strangers. 
Boldness  and  forwardness  are  exceedingly  dis- 
gusting, but  at  the   same  time,   shyness   and 
bash  fulness,  and  shrinking  from  the  conversa- 
tion of  those  with  whom   you  ought  to   associ- 
ate, are  repulsive   and   unbecoming.      There 
are   many  hours  in  every  person's  life,  which 
are  not  spent  in  any  thing  important ;  but  it  is 
necessary  that  they  should  not  be  passed  idly. 
Music,  dancing,   and  other   accomplishments 
should  fill   up  these    hours  of  leisure,   which 
would  otherwise  be  heavy  on  you.     Nothing 
wearies  me  more  than  to   see  a  young  lady  at 
home,  sitting  with  her  arms  across,  or  twirling 
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her  thumbs  for  want  of  something  to  do.  Poor 
thing !  I  always  pity  her ;  for  I  am  sure  her 
head  is  so  empty  she  cannot  devise  the  means 
of  pleasing  herself.  Perfect  yourselves  in  all  I 
recommend  ;  and  then  how  dearly  shall  I  love 
you  !  May  God  bless  you  both,  my  dearest 
children." 


OUR  PLAYTHINGS. 

Susan  has  a  waxen  doll, 

With  little  bright  blue  eyes  ; 

And  Mary  has  a  "  Pretty  Poll," 
That  stuns  me  with  his  cries. 

Dear  James  has  made  a  handsome  ship, 
With  famous  masts  and  sails  ; 

And  Pa'  has  bought  for  little  Phip, 
A  wooden  cow  and  pails. 

Ann  has  a  purple,  glossy  dove; 

Jane  thinks  her  garden  grand  ; 
But  I  have  something  that  I  love 

Better  than  birds,  or  land. 

It  never  speaks  a  word  to  me, 

And  yet  'tis  always  new  ; 
5Tis  full  of  stories,  as  can  be,-— 

And  pretty  /verses  too. 

I  always  loved  to  read  my  book — 

But  this  the  best  of  any  ; 
Pray  would  you  at  the  title  look  1 

It  is  the  Miscellany  ! 
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Oh,  who  is  that,  laughing,  and  singing,  and 
skipping  about  so  merrily  ?  It  is  little  Flora ; 
the  happiest  child  almost  in  all  the  city.     Flo- 
ra always  looks  good  humoured  ;  and  that  is 
the  reason   we   all  love   her.     She  looks  very 
pretty  ;  and  that  is  because  she  is  good.     Ev- 
ery one  who  is  good,  is  pretty  ;  we  like  to  look 
at  them,  and  like  to   be   with   them.     We  all 
like  to   see   handsome    features,   but   we    like 
much   more,    that   loveliness  which   goodness 
gives  to   the   countenance.     Flora  has  a  kind 
mamma :  she  sits  often  by  her  side,  and  dress- 
es  her  doll,   while  her  mamma  talks  to  her  of 
many  pleasant   things.     The  little  girl  makes 
all  the   clothes   for    her   doll ;  when    she  has 
learnt  to  make  those  well,  she  will    know  how 
to  make  and  mend  her  own ;  and  that  is  what 
all  should  learn  to   do.     Flora  is   always  neat 
and  clean  :  she  keeps  her  things  all  in  order  : 
you  will  never  see  her  aprons  thrown  about  in 
the  chairs,  nor   her  bonnet   and   gloves  out  of 
place.  No  ;  she  goes  to  the  closet  and  puts  her 
nice  cape-bonnet  where  it  will  not  get  soiled, 
or  bent,  and  folds  her  shawl  carefully ;— so  she 
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is  always  ready  to  go  with  her  friends,  and 
never  detains  them,  as  some  careless  children 
do. 

Flora,  when  she  plays,  is  very  gentle,  though 
full  of  mirth.  The  other  day  she  was  running 
in  the  garden,  and  there  she  found  a  little 
bird ;  she  knew  it  was  young,  and  had  not  yet 
learnt  to  fly  ;  for  the  feathers  were  not  fully 
grown.  The  poor  thing  had  lost  its  mother, 
and  was  very  hungry.  The  little  girl  took  it 
gently  in  her  hand,  and  carried  it  into  the 
house  to  her  mamma,  who  said  it  must  be  put 
into  a  basket,  and  fed  carefully.  It  revived 
in  a  short  time ;  and  Flora  was  quite  happy 
when  she  thought  that  by  good  nursing  it 
might  be  made  to  live,  and  perhaps  fly  in  the 
garden,  and  sing  her  many  gay  songs. 

Flora  watched  and  fed  the  young  bird,  from 
day  to  day.  He  grew  tame  and  fed  from  her 
hand,  making  a  soft,  chirping  sound,  as  if  to 
thank  her  for  the  care  she  had  taken  of  him. 
One  morning,  after  he  had  been  nursed,  sever- 
al weeks,  he  flew  away,  through  the  opened 
window.  At  first,  Flora  felt  sorry,  and  feared 
that  she  would  not  see  him  again, — and  she 
said  to  her  mamma  that  she  was  afraid  he 
would  prove  ungrateful,      But  Flora's  mamma 
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told  her  that  she  must  not  blame  the  little  bird, 
even  if  it  did  not  return,  "  for  he  cannot,"  said 
she,  "  think  as  we  do  :  his  instinct  teaches 
him  to  fly  abroad,  and  nestle  among  the  green 
branches  of  the  trees,  when  he  is  tired.  It  is 
very  likely,  my  little  daughter,  that  your  favor- 
ite will  be  seen  in  the  garden,  sitting,  perhaps, 
on  some  sunny  bough,  joining  his  soft  notes  to 
the  many  birds  which  fills  the  air  with  their 
melody.  Perhaps  your  little  bird  will  be  busy 
too,  in  making  a  curious  nest  in  some  snug 
place. 

Does  not  my  dear  Flora  know  the  difference 
between  herself  and  the  little  birds  1  They 
like  Flora,  move  from  place  to  place.  Like 
Flora,  they  eat  and  drink  :  they  are  nourished 
and  grow.  Like  Flora,  too,  they  sing  gay 
songs,  and  in  their  way,  too,  they  talk  to  their 
mates.  Why  then,  is  my  darling  Flora  happier 
than  the  singing  birds  1  and  how  does  she  dif- 
fer from  them  ?" 

Flora  thought  a  great  while;  but  she  did 
know  how  to  answer  her  mother's  question ; 
she  did  not  know  then,  that  it  was  having  a  ra- 
tional mind,  that  made  her  happier  than  the 
birds  of  the  air. 
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When  her  mamma  said,  "  My  daughter  can 
talk  to  her  dear  friends,  and  listen  to  their  con- 
versation ;  she  can  every  day  learn  something 
more  than  she  knew  before  :  she  loves  her 
kind  and  affectionate  friends,  and  her  little 
brothers  and  sisters.  It  is  Flora's  mind  which 
makes  her  know  and  feel  all  this  ;  and  as  she 
lives  and  grows  older,  she  will,  year  by  year, 
learn  wiser  and  better  things  than  she  knows 
now.  But  the  little  birds  learn  in  a  very  short 
time,  all  they  are  ever  to  know  ;  and  they  do 
not  improve  as  they  grow  older,  like  children, 
and  grown  persons." 

God,  our  Heavenly  Father,  gave  Flora  this  im- 
proveable  mind,  and  gave  her  too,  all  else  that 
makes  her  happy.  This  good  God  will  love 
my  child  if  she  tries  to  do  well ;  and  He  will 
give  her  more  and  more  knowledge. 


CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  Why  is  a  drawn  tooth  like  a  thing  forgotten  ? 

2.  What  difference  is  there  [between  a  live  fish  and  a 
fish  alive  1 

3.  Why  is  Providence  like  old  Port  wine  ? 

4.  In  what  part  of  London  should  Quakers  live  7. 

5.  Why  is  the  famous   Mr,   McAdam  like   one  of  the 
seven  wonders  of  the  world  1 
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THE  FAIRY. 

A  FABLE. 

Little  Julia  one  day  passed  by  a  garden,  and 
saw  a  large  purple  fox-glove  in  full  bloom. 
i(  What  beautiful  flowers!"  she  exclaimed. 
"  I  don't  wonder  the  fairies  love  to  sleep  in 
them ;  they  are  just  large  enough  for  a  fairy 
chamber.  I  wonder  people  don't  write  about 
fairies,  now.  I  love  dearly  to  read  what  the 
Scotch  believe  about  their  coming  into  the 
house,  on  the  moon  beams,  to  clean  the  pantry 
up  so  nicely,  and  leave  a  six-pence  in  a  neat, 
dairy  maid's  shoe.  It  is  good  luck  to  have  a 
fairy  for  a  friend  ;  I  wish  I  could  see  one  !" 

She  had  scarcely  spoken  the  words,  when 
something  like  a  humming-bird,  whizzed  past 
her,  and  the  next  moment  a  most  elegant  little 
creature  perched  upon  her  hand.  She  was  not 
more  than  two  inches  high,  and  most  perfectly 
proportioned.  She  had  two  guaze-like  wings, 
crossed  with  silky  lines,  just  like  the  pretty 
green  cricket,  that  makes  such  a  chirping  a- 
bout  the  house  in  autumn.  Her  robe  was  a 
web  which  the  field  spider  had  woven,  and  she 
had  a  little  belt  of  dew-drops,  which  the  queen 
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of  the  fairies  had  given  her,  because  she  was 
such  a  favourite  at  their  minnikin  court.  Her 
shoes  were  made  of  a  miller's  wing,  and  she 
wore  in  her  sun-colored  hair,  one  solitary  little 
blossom  of  the  Mouse-ear  Rcorpian  grass. 

"  Pretty,  pretty  creature  !  what  do  you 
want  ?"  said  Julia. 

"  You  wished  to  see  a  fairy,  and  I  am  come," 
she  answered;  and  her  little  voice  was  as  fine 
as  a  musquito's,  but  very  sweet. 

"  And  will  you  give  me  every  thing  I  want, 
as  other  faries  do  ?"  asked  Julia. 

■'  I  will,  if  you  follow  my  directions." 

The  little  girl  promised  she  would.  The 
fairy  gave  her  an  hour  glass,  filled  with  chrys- 
tal  sand  ;  and  told  her  that  if  at  the  end  of  one 
month,  she  could  truly  say  she  had  not  wasted 
one  hour  in  idleness,  or  ill-humour,  she  should 
have  whatever  she  asked,  as  a  reward. 

"  But  must  I  never  play  ?"  asked  Julia. 

"  Certainly/'  replied  the  fairy.  "  Play  is 
necessary  to  your  health ;  and  beside  all  that, 
you  can  learn  something  while  you  are  amus- 
ing yourself,  if  you  are  an  attentive  little  girl. 
When  you  run  in  the  fields  you  can  observe 
how  all  the  insects  are  busy  ;  how  the  birds 
build   their  nests,   by   patiently   bringing   one 
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straw  at  a  time  in  their  mouths  ;  and  how  the 
flowers  grow  by  little  and  little,  every  day,  un- 
til they  become  perfect:  these  will  teach  you 
to  keep  your  mind  always  active,  that  a  grain 
of  knowledge  every  day,  may  make  it  grow 
larger  and  larger,  like  the  flowers." 

Julia  kept  her  promise  to  the  fairy.  Wheth- 
er working  or  playing,  she  always  tried  to  learn 
something  useful.  Sometimes  she  would  grow 
weary  of  work  or  study  before  her  task  was 
finished  ;  but  she  would  not  give  up. 

"  [t  will  do  me  good  to  learn  to  persevere," 
she  would  say.  Sometimes  when  playing,  she 
would  think  her  companions  were  not  fair, 
and  she  would  begin  to  feel  angry ;  but  she 
would  stop  herself  by  thinking. 

;  This  is  a  good  chance  to  strengthen  the 
habit  of  being  amiable.  I  will  not  waste  time 
in  ill-humour." 

When  the  month  closed,  the  fairy  again  ap- 
peared. il  You  have  kept  your  word  my  lit- 
tle girl,"  said  she.  "  I  know  you  tell  me  the 
truth  ;  if  you  did  not,  my  green  wings  would 
fold  up  as  soon  as  I  touched  you  ;  for  a  fairy 
cannot  live  near  a  liar.  Now  you  shall  have 
your  reward.     What  do  you  wish  ?" 

"  I  want,  the   handsomest  garden    that  ever 
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was  seen,"  replied  Julia  ;  "so  handsome  and 
to  sweet,  that  the  birds  will  come  and  build 
their  nests  there,  of  their  own  accord  !" 

The  next  day,  when  Julia  walked  out  to  see 
whether  the  fairy  had  kept  her  part  of  the 
promise,  she  was  delighted  with  the  most  beau- 
tiful sight,  her  eyes  ever  beheld.  There  was 
a  perfect  garden,  laid  out  in  walks,  and  planted 
with  every  variety  of  beautiful  flowers.  In  the 
middle  a  marble  fountain  continually  sent  out 
a  trickling  stream  of  pure  water.  Beneath  it 
grew  luxuriantly  the  Cowslip,  the  Cardinal- 
flower,  the  Canadian  Rhododendron,  and  all 
the  plants  that  love  to  drink  up  moisture :  even 
the  little  timid  Violets  that  tried  to  come  near 
the  fountain,  grew  rapidly  in  size  and  beauty. 

Those  who  envied  Julia,  said  they  would 
not  work  so  hard  for  such  a  garden;  for  it 
would  all  die  when  winter  came  on,  and  the 
fountain  would  be  frozen.  But  Julia  replied 
"  1  have  evergreens  there,  which  will  live  the 
winter  through  ;  and  the  green  tassels  of  my 
larch  trees  will  be  hung  out  even  when  the 
snow  is  on  the  ground.  And  my  violet  will 
come  up  in  new  beauty  when  winter  is  gone  ; 
and  my  Tulips,  and  Narcissus,  and  Hyacinths^ 
will   only   hide  themselves    for    a  while,  till 


CHARADE ANSWER  TO  CHARADE.    73 

the  Snow-drops  has  peeped  out  from  the  ice  to 
ask  when  the  sun  is  coming.  My  garden  will 
last  forever,  and  my  fountain  will  never  fail; 
for  nobody  ever  trusted  my  fairy  and  found 
themselves  deceived!  And  so  it  was  :  Julia's 
garden  grew  in  beauty  every  year :  the  acorns 
became  great  oaks ;  and  the  birds  came  there, 
of  their  own  accord,  to  build  their  nests,  and 
rear  their  little  ones. 

Do  my  young  readers  ask  what  I  mean  by 
this  fable  1  The  good  fairy,  who  gave  such 
great  gifts  was  Industry!  the  fountain  was  Edu- 
cation !  The  flowers  and  the  trees  were  Know- 
ledge !  and  the  birds,  with  their  nests  and 
young  ones,  were  the  Love  and  Respect,  which 
always  follow  talents  and  information,  when 
united  with  goodness. 

CHARADE. 

The  following  was  invented  by  a  great  man,  to  amuse  the 
little  ones  at  his  own  fire-side. 

My  first  connects  disjointed  words  ; 
My  second  hard  is  found  ; 
My  whole  supports  the  forest  pride, 
Diffusing  warmth  around. 

ANSWER  TO  CHARADE.    Page  310. 
Pen-napkin. 
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GEORGE  TRUSTY. 

George  Trusty  was  born  in  a  pretty  vil- 
lage in  Massachusetts.  His  father  was  an 
honest  farmer,  who  had  partly  paid  for  his 
land.  Until  he  was  ten  years  of  age,  George 
was  one  of  the  happiest  little  beings,  that  ever 
frisked  over  the  green  fields,  skated  on  the 
pond,  chased  the  turkeys  home,  when s  they 
dared  to  intrude  into  a  neighbor's  field,  or 
rode  to  mill  on  Silver.*  He  was  very  active  ; 
he  could  drive  the  oxen,  for  the  ploughman ; 
he  could  husk  corn,  and  rake  hay,  and  pick  ap- 
ples, and  split  wood,  and  take  care  of  the  poul- 
try, and  hunt  the  barn  for  eggs,  and  run  of  er- 
rands, all  day  ;  and  be  ready  in  the  evening  for 
play,  or  for  study.  When  George  was  ten  years 
old,  his  father  was  obliged  to  send  four  of  his 
children  into  the  world,  to  earn  their  own  living. 
William  was  sent  to  sea  ;  Mary  was  put  to  a 
trade ;  Henry  was  bound  to  a  silver  smith  ; 
and  George  was  sent  by  his  father  to  Boston, 
to  live  as  a  servant  with  a  physician,  who  was 
friendly  to  the  family,  and  who  promised  to 
watch  over  his  morals.  Little  George  did  not 
feel  very  sad  at  the  thoughts  of  leaving  home. 

*The  name  of  the  old  horse. 
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He  had  often   heard  of  the  city,  and  the  state- 
house,   and   the   great  new   market,  and    the 
mall ;  but  now  he   was  sure   to   see  all    these 
things  !  Great  preparations  were  made  for  his 
departure.     He    had    new    clothes,    and    new 
books,  a  new  slate,  and  a  whole  quire  of  paper. 
His  mother  made  him  a  large  cake,  which  she 
wrapped  up,  and  put  into  his  trunk.     He  had 
many  injunctions  not  to  forget  his  writing,  ci- 
phering, and  geography  ;  and  made  many  pro- 
mises that  he  would  often  write  to  his  mother. 
Before  his  departure,  his  father  went  with  him 
to  the  minister's,  an  aged  man,   who  loved  all 
his  parishioners,  and  studied   to  promote  their 
welfare.     He  received  them  kindly.    Mr.  Trus- 
ty told  his  errand  ;   that  as  George  was  going 
to  the  city  to  spend  a  year  at  service,  he  had 
brought  him  there,  to  receive  advice  respecting 
his   new   duties.      The   old    gentleman   took 
George  by  the  hand,  and  a  tear  stood  in  either 
eye,  as  he  looked  upon  his  ruddy,  happy  coun- 
tenance, and  thought  what  a  chance  there  was 
if  he  ever  returned  home,  as  blithesome,  or  as 
healthy  as  he  then  was.  "  George,"  said  he,  "  be 
not  mortified  that  you  are  to  become  a  servant ; 
good    conduct  will  make  any  station  honoura- 
ble.    Never  frown  when  you  are  spoken  to  of 
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your  master,  or  mistress ;  but  oblige  yourself 
to  break  down  this  pride,  if  you  find  it  in  your 
bosom.  Study  their  interest,  as  if  it  were  your 
own.  Be  not  familiar  with  the  other  servants, 
until  you  have  proved  their  worth.  The  city, 
I  am  told,  George,  is  a  dangerous  place 
for  young  people.  Be  careful  never  to  play  in 
the  streets  ;  none  but  boys  of  doubtful  charac- 
ter would  condescend  to  such  an  amusement ; 
take  the  nearest  way  to  the  place  your  master 
sends  you,  and  hurry  back,  without  looking  to 
the  right  side,  or  the  left.  There  are  danger- 
ous resorts,  George,  called  theatres.  Oh, 
shun  them,  my  son,  if  you  love  your  father,  or 
your  mother,  who  has  reared  you  so  kindly. 
Rich  men,  when  they  indulge  their  children 
in  this  amusement,  can  go  with  them,  or  send 
some  one  to  take  care  of  them ;  but  if  you 
should  go,  you  would  have  no  one  to  watch  over 
you,  and  you  would,  perhaps,  become  acquaint- 
ed with  wicked  boys,  who  would  be  delighted 
to  seduce  you  from  virtue.  Promise  me,  my 
son,  that  you  will  never,  even  should  your  mas- 
ter give  you  leave,  enter  either  of  these  thea- 
tres, until  you  are  old  enough  to  be  able  to 
shun  the  evil,  and  secure  the  good  of  the  ex- 
hibition. " 
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George  readily  promised  ;    much  to  the  sat- 
isfaction of  his  father,  who  placed  great  reli- 
ance upon  his  son's  love  of  truth.       Then  the 
minister  continued  :    "  I  hope,  George,  should 
your  duties   afford  you    any   leisure,   you   will 
know   how  to  employ  it.      You    are   a  good 
scholar ;  take   your   books  with  you,  my  son. 
Go  over  all  your  studies,  and  do  not  forget  to 
read  your  Bible  every  day.     There  are  readers 
who  do  not  read,  as  there  are  those  who  have 
eyes  and  do  not  see.     Be  not  one  of  these.  You 
can  think  over  the   pages  you  have  been  read- 
ing, even   while   taking  care  of  your  master's 
horse.     Should  you,  as  is  often   the    case,   be 
told  by  your  master  to  remain  in  any  particular 
place  until  his  return,  you  can    take  that  time 
to  repeat  over  your  arithmetical    tables ;  you 
can  take  a  sentence   and  parse   it,    repeating 
over  the   rules,   to  impress   them  upon    your 
memory ;    you  can  with    a   simple    piece   of 
chalk  and  the  barn  door,  continue  your  cipher- 
ing, setting  yourself  difficult  sums,  while  wait- 
ing for  your  master ;  and   what  is  better  than 
any  other  employment,  you  can  read  your  Bi- 
ble and  pray.     Try   to  please   your  mistress  ; 
never  enter  the  house,  without  carefully  scrap- 
ing and  brushing  your  shoes ;  and   never  let 
7* 
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the  marks  of  your  fingers  be  seen  on  the  doors, 
or  furniture  ;  answer  the  bell  promptly ;  stand 
and  listen  to  her  directions,  attentively  ;  be 
kind  to  the  children.  My  dear  fellow,  remem- 
ber you  hope  to  return  to  your  home  in  one 
year ;  your  master  has  engaged  to  give  for 
your  services  during  that  time,  one  hundred 
dollars,  which  will  help  your  father  to  pay  the 
debt  he  owes  for  his  farm.  A  year  will  soon 
pass  away  ;  and  if  you  can  but  keep  your  in- 
nocence, you  will  be  pleased  on  your  return 
to  think  of  the  curious  scenes  you  have  wit- 
nessed. Be  cheerful,  whatever  happens  to 
you ;  remember  you  did  not  cast  your  lot ;  and 
whatever  it  may  be,  'the  mind  is  the  man,  and 
contentment  is  a  kingdom?  " 

The  old  man  then  kissed  George,  gave  him 
a  Bible,  and  blessed  him. 

3F  tt  •»■  w  ^r  9s1  -n* 

George  looked  very  grave  on  his  return 
home ;  but  by  his  father's  desire,  he  repeated 
to  his  mother,  all  the  good  advice  the  minister 
had  given  him.  His  mother  begged  him  to 
write  it  all  down,  and  follow  it,  in  every  respect. 
She  made  George  promise,  should  he  find  any 
thing  in  the  streets,  or  elsewhere,  to  seek  to 
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restore  it,  whatever  it  might  be,  to  the  right 
owner  ;  she  made  him  promise  to  go  to  chnrch 
whenever  he  could  be  spared  ;  to  take  good 
care  of  his  clothes,  and  mind  and  comb  his 
hair  often  and  faithfully.  She  showed  him 
the  thread  case  she  had  made  for  him,  and 
bade  him  mend  for  himself,  when  he  could, 
without  troubling  any  one  to  take  care  of  him ; 
"  and  when  the  difficulty  is  too  great  for  your 
skill,"  said  she,  "the  cook  or  chambermaid  will 
befriend  you,  if  you  readily  bring  them  wood 
and  water,  and  return  the  obligation  by  some 
act  of  kindness." 

George,  indeed,  had  line  upon  line,  and  pre- 
cept upon  precept.  He  was  shrewd  ;  and  said 
wittily  enough,  for  one  of  his  age,  that,  instead 
of  having  here  and  there  a  little,  he  had  here 
a  good  deal,  and  there  a  good  deal.  At  last, 
he  bade  farewell  to  his  pleasant  home,  and  all 
the  scenes  of  his  happy  youth,  and  launched 
into  this  busy  world,  better  prepared  than 
many  older  than  himself.  George's  master 
was  a  physician,  of  respectable  standing,  of 
middle  life,  with  sufficient  practice.  He  was 
very  active  himself,  and  understood  employing 
those  around  him.  George  was  to  take  care 
of  the  horse  and  chaise;    there   were   many 
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valuable  plants  to  be  tended ;  a  garden  to  be 
kept  in  order  ;  and  errands  in  every  part  of  the 
town  to  be  done.  He  had  a  good,  very  good 
mistress ;  she  saw  that  he  wanted  for  nothing 
it  was  her  duty  to  supply ;  and  she  soon  found 
that  in  George  they  had  a  treasure.  She  often 
begged  him  of  his  master  as  a  great  indulgence 
to  the  children,  who  were  all  well  pleased  to 
be  with  George.  Many  a  pleasant  walk  he 
had  with  him  ;  they  went  together  all  over 
the  town,  at  different  times.  Little  Harry  with 
his  plume  in  his  hat,  chose  that  George  should 
train  with  them,  and  be  his  drummer.  Master 
William,  often  obtained  leave  for  him  to  go 
upon  the  Common  with  him,  and  raise  his  kite 
Little  Mary  admired  the  boxes  and  chairs,  and 
little  pails,  and  churns,  that  George  made  for 
her  play-house  ;  and  when  it  was  ascertained 
that  George  could  drive  a  horse,  as  well  as 
tackle  the  chaise,  his  mistress  would  often  tell 
him  to  put  on  his  best  clothes,  and  prepare  to 
drive  herself  and  children  into  the  country. 
This  was  a  great  indulgence  in  George's  es- 
timation ;  he  went  to  see  the  rail  way,  and  the 
colleges,  and  Bunker  Hill,  and  on  one  occa- 
sion, even  went  as  far  as  Salem,  with  his  mis- 
tress and  the  little  ones.     George   endeavored 
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not  to  forget  any  of  the  good  directions  that 
were  given  him.  He  often  heard  from  home, 
and  was  able  to  assure  his  friends  that  although 
he  longed  much  to  see  them  all,  yet  he  was 
contented  to  remain  where  he  was.  George 
had  brought  from  home  his  dog  Trim,  a  great 
favorite  of  all.  He  was  a  good  natured,  affec- 
tionate creature,  and  beguiled  many  hours  for 
George,  and  his  young  masters ;  but  Boston 
is  a  dangerous  place  for  dogs,  as  well  as  for 
boys.  It  became  a  law  that  they  must  not  be 
seen  without  a  collar.  What  then,  would  be- 
come of  Trim  ?  Should  he  not  obtain  one,  he 
might  be  killed  by  any  one,  who  would  be  jus- 
tified by  so  doing.  In  this  dilemma,  George 
first  became  very  sad.  Trim  was  his  only 
property.  He  loved  him.  Trim  had  left  all 
to  follow  him — he  was  bound  to  stand  by  him— 
he  could  not  help  crying  when  he  thought  he 
was  too  poor  to  buy  a  collar,  and  had  no  safe 
way  of  sending  the  poor  dog  back  to  his  father. 
His  mistress  saw  that  he  was  unhappy,  and 
kindly  inquired  the  cause  of  his  grief. 
George's  tears  were  soon  dissipated,  and  Trim 
had  a  smart  collar,  with  the  name  of  his  mas- 
ter, George  Trusty,  engraved  upon  it.  One 
dav  Trim  met  with  a  dreadful  accident ;  a  stick 
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of  wood  fell  upon  him,  and  broke  one  of  his 
legs.  George  was  very  much  grieved ;  he 
knew  not  what  to  do,  and  the  poor  dog 
would  have  been  lame  for  life,  had  not  a  stu- 
dent of  his  master's  offered  to  set  it.  George 
held  the  poor  creature,  and  the  young  doctor 
was  very  skilful,  and  often  directed  how  he 
should  be  taken  care  of.  The  dog  was  very 
patient;  and  after  a  short  time  he  became 
well  -enough  to  run  after  George,  and  to  play 
with  the  children.  One  day  George  went  to 
market,  with  Trim  running  after  him  ;  on  his 
return,  he  missed  his  faithful  dog.  He  felt 
anxious,  lest  some  mischief  should  befall  him  ; 
but  was  soon  relieved,  by  hearing  his  well 
known  bark,  and  hearing  him  scrape  with  his 
foot  against  the  barn-door  to  be  let  in  ;  but 
what  was  George's  astonishment  when  he  be- 
held Trim  helping  along,  as  well  as  he  was 
able,  a  strange  dog,  with  a  broken  leg  !  The 
poor  dumb  animals  testified,  as  well  as  they 
could,  what  they  desired.  It  was  evident 
Trim  remembered  with  gratitude  the  treat- 
ment he  had  received  during  his  misfortune  ; 
that  he  had  communicated  this  to  his  distressed 
friend,  and  had  encouraged  him  to  go  with 
him  to  his  master's.  The  Doctor  and  his  family 
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laughed  very  much,  at  receiving  this  new  pa- 
tient ;  he  complimented  the  young  student  upon 
the  fame  he  had  already  acquired  for  his  skill, 
and  praised  Trim's  sympathy  and  sagacity.  The 
strange  dog  had  his  limb  bound  up  ;  but  the 
Doctor  said  he  should  not  wish  to  keep  a  dog 
hospital,  and  told  George  that  he  had  better  not 
carry  his  dog  from  home  with  him,  or  he  would 
bring  all  the  sick  dogs  in  the  city  to  be  healed. 
George  after  this  was  told  that  if  he  kept  a  dog 
in  the  city,  he  must  pay  a  fine  of  five  dollars  a 
year.  This  was  a  new  difficulty  to  him ;  and 
an  uncle  of  his  arriving,  about  this  time,  in  a 
vessel  from  Portland,  George  told  him  his 
trouble,  and  begged  him  to  take  Trim  home 
with  him,  and  treat  him  kindly  for  his  sake. 
The  arrangement  was  soon  made.  George 
went  with  his  poor  dumb  friend  on  board  the 
vessel,  and  saw  him  locked  up  below.  The 
wind  was  fair,  and  in  an  hour  the  vessel  left 
the  harbour.  When  George  could  see  her 
no  longer,  he  could  not  help  feeling  sad  at  the 
thought  that  he  should  never  again  see  his 
poor  Trim ;  never  again  have  his  honest  wel- 
come at  his  return ;  or  his  warning  voice  in 
time  of  danger  ;  or  share  with  him  his  frugal 
repast.     He  returned  home  to  his  duty.    It 
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was  a  warm  day,  and  his  master  had  many  sick 
persons  to  attend.  He  marked  out  work  for 
George,  and  then  told  him  to  wait  patiently 
in  the  barn  for  his  return.  His  mistress  sat 
where  she  could  observe  him  from  her  window, 
and  could  not  help  holding  him  up  as  an  ex- 
ample to  her  eldest  boy,  who  was  that  day 
unwell,  and  very  cross. 

(i  Look  at  George,  my  dear,"  said  she, l(  on- 
ly two  years  older  than  yourself,  he  has  work- 
ed diligently  in  the  heat  and  dust,  without  the 
comforts  that  you  have.  What  would  you  say, 
William,  to  be  away  from  all  your  friends, 
and  have  to  work  as  hard  as  George  does, 
without  any  kind  mother  to  praise  and  comfort 
him,  without  his  brothers  and  sisters  to  talk 
with  him  ;  deprived  even  of  his  favorite  dog  ! 
Look  at  George,  if  you  can  leave  fretting  long 
enough,  my  son,  and  observe  him.  See,  he 
has  finished  his  work,  has  taken  off  his  dirty 
apron,  has  washed  his  face  and  hands  clean, 
and  although  the  sun  shines  in  so  warmly,  he 
will  not  leave  the  barn,  as  his  master  ordered 
him.  Look  at  him,  William  !  He  seems  to 
be  writing  upon  the  barn-door.  The  let- 
ters are  large.      I  should  like  very  much  to 
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know  what  he  has  written.  Go  down,  William, 
and  bring  me  word." 

William  returned  and  told  his  mother  the 
sentence  upon  the  door  was  this,  "  Content- 
ment is  a  kingdom" — "  he  is  now  reading  a 
new  book  which  his  uncle  has  bought  for  him  ; 
it  is  the  Life  and  Essays  of  Dr.  Franklin." 

Mrs. ,  was  very  pleasingly  impressed 

with  the  sentiment  which  George  wrote  on  the 
door, "  Why  cannot  you  try  to  be  contented,  my 
son  ?"  said  she. 

"Mother,"  said  William,  "  you  can  speak 
very  well  upon  this  subject ;  but  I  dare  say 
the  sentence  George  wrote  was  only  some  old 
copy  of  his." 

Mrs. took  pains  to  walk- to  the  barn, 

to  ask  him  where  he  learnt  that  good  lesson, 
and  what  he  understood  by  it.  Then  George 
told  her  the  circumstances  of  his  father  taking 
him  to  the  minister  for  advice,  before  he  came 
to  service. 

"He  told  me  among  other  things,"  said 
George,  l*  that  contentment  was  a  kingdom." 
This  I  did  not  understand  ;  and  I  asked  my 
mother  to  explain  it  to  me ;  and  as  I  found  I 
began  to  be  weary  with  obeying  my  master's 
directions  to  remain  here  until  his  return,  I 
8 


86  GEORGE    TRUSTY. 


thought  of  my  mother's  advice,  and  what  the 
minister  said  to  me  of  trying  to  be  cheerful." 

Mrs. returned  in  triumph  to  her  son, 

and  continued  to  exhort  him  upon  the  folly  of 
his  uneasiness  and  crossness  until  he  prom- 
ised her  he  would  try  to  be  cheerful  and  con- 
tented. About  five  days  after  George  had 
parted  with  his  dumb  friend,  Trim,  as  he  was 
amusing  himself  by  making  the  horse  follow 
him  round  the  yard  after  a  crust  of  bread,  he 
heard  a  well  known  bark  and  scraping  at  the 
barn-door ;  he  ran  and  opened  it — when  who 
should  he  see  but  Trim  !  Out  of  breath,  trans- 
ported with  joy  at  again  seeing  his  master,  all 
travel-worn  and  hungry,  he  sprang  forward,  lick- 
ed his  master's  hand,  jumped  about  in  a  thous- 
and gambols,  and  seemed  beside  himself  with 
joy.  George  was  almost  as  delighted  tas  Trim. 
The  interview  was  indeed  a  reproach  to  many 
meetings  which  occur  among  men  every  day. 

Dr. saw  this  interview,  and  was  much 

affected  by  it ;  he  ordered  that  Trim  should 
have  but  little  food  given  him  at  first ;  but  the 
poor  creature  could  not  eat.  He  could  not  again 
be  enticed  to  leave  the  house,  appearing  to  fear 
there  was  some  intention  to  send  him  away. 
He  seemed  uneasy,  whenever  George  left  him  ; 
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and  ill  a  few   days,   this  faithful,   affectionate 
creature  dropped  himself  at  the  feet  of  George, 
as  he  sat  in  the  garden,  looked  wishfully  up  in 
his  face  for  a  few  moments,   seemed  grateful 
for  the  kind  caresses  of  his  young  master,  lick- 
ed his  hand  as  he  left  off  patting  his  head,  and 
expired  !  George  shed  tears,  and  so  did  all  the 
boys,  and  little  Mary.     They  were  all  inquisi- 
tive to  learn,  how  he  escaped  from  the    vessel, 
and   how  he   found    his   way   back.     He    had 
never  been  to  Portland  ;  by  what  instinct  could 
he  determine  the  route  he  ought  to  take  ?  The 
animal  was  but  three  years   old.     William  re- 
marked that  little  Mary,  although  four  years  of 
age,  could  not  be  trusted  to  find  her  way  alone 
from  school.     George  in  a  few  days  received  a 
letter  from  his  uncle,  telling  him   that  Trim 
was  very  uneasy   during  the  voyage,  that  as 
soon  as  the  vessel  touched  the  wharf,  he  sprang 
on  shore,  and  was  out  of  sight  in  a  moment. 
The    distance     was    118      miles;     and     by 
reckoning   the   time   when   he  left   Portland, 
it  was    evident   that  he    was  on   his   way   to 
Boston,     about     twenty-four     hours,    without 
the  compass,    which    directs  the  poor    sailor 
across     the   stormy    sea, — or    sign   post,    the 
friendly  guide  to  the  weary  traveller, — or  Ian- 
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guage  to  ask  direction  on  his  way.  This  poor 
dumb  creature,  led  by  love  to  his  young  mas- 
ter, found  his  way  through  forests,  over  hills, 
across  rivers,  without  food,  or  rest, — never 
pausing,  until  he  again  beheld  the  object  of 
his  affections.  x.  y.  z. 


INFANT  SCHOOLS. 

I  suppose  most  of  my  young  readers  have 

been  to  the   Infant  School,  and  heard  them 

explain  the  pictures,  which  the  teachers  show 

them;    and   spell;    and  count ;    and  sing  the 

multiplication-table,  and  the  vowels,  a,  e,  i,  o, 

u,  and  y ;    and  then  pipe  up  with  their  feeble, 

but  very  pleasant  little  voices, 

te  I  am  so  fond  of  the  Infant  School, 
I  can't  stay  away  !" 

Perhaps  children  do  not  know  how  much 
good  these  schools  have  done,  and  are  doing. 
They  keep  a  great  many  children  out  of  the 
streei,  where  they  would  be  likely  to  find  bad 
companions,  who  would  teach  them  to  lie,  and 
swear,  and  steal.  In  Spitalnelds,  England, 
the  children  had  such  habits  of  stealing  that 
the  men  who  brought  fruit  into  market,  would 
lose  more  than  half  of  it  by  their  means  ;  but 
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after  the  Infant  School  was  established,  they 
profited  so  much  by  the  good  lessons  the  teach* 
cr  gave  them,  that  they  would  pass  by  both 
flowers  and  fruit,  without  picking  a  currant,  or 
plucking  a  leaf. 

A  regard  for  the  property  of  others  is  taught 
in  the  following  manner.  The  instructer  will 
take  a  piece  of  silver  from  his  pocket,  and  ask, 
w  Whose  money  is  this  V 

"  Yours,"  they  reply. 

M  Has  any  one  a  right  to  take  it  from  me  ?" 

"  No  ;  that  would  be  stealing." 

Then,  throwing  it  on  the  ground,  he  asks, 
"  Whose  is  it,  now  V 

If  a  crowd  of  little  ones  spring  forward  to 
seize  it,  he  will  place  his  foot  upon  it,  and  ask, 
"  Has  any  one  a  right  to  take  it  V 

"  No;  not  without  your  leave,"  will  be  the 
reply. 

6t  If  I  let  the  money  remain  all  night  on  the 
floor,  has  any  one  a  right  to  it  ?" 

They  will  answer,  M  Nobody — nobod}'.  It 
is  your  money." 

"Go  home,  then  ;  and  to-morrow  morning 
we  shall  see  if  my  money  is  still  on  the  floor." 

Would  you  believe  it  ?  these  little  children, 
from  two  to  five  years  old,  are  so  impressed 
8* 
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with  this  simple  lesson,  that  they  will  every 
one  pass  by  the  money,  without  touching  it ! 
Are  not  Infant  Schools  excellent  things  ?  There 
is  a  great  deal  of  want  and  misery  in  the  world, 
of  which,  perhaps,  my  rich  little  readers  do  not 
accustom  themselves  to  think  ;  and  Infant 
Schools  do  much  to  relieve  this.  I  will  tell 
one  true  anecdote  of  some  poor  little  children 
who  were  almost  perishing,  for  want  of  friendly 
help  and  instruction. 

Mrs.  Baily  was  walking  through  an  obscure 
street  in  Boston,  one  very  cold  day  last  winter 
when  she  thought  of  a  poor  washerwoman  she 
sometimes  employed,  who  lived  there.  Winter 
is  the  time,  above  all  others,  when  we  should 
think  of  the  poor  ;  and  Mrs.  Baily  resolved  to 
visit  this  hard-working  creature,  to  see  if  she 
had ,  the  comforts  of  life.  An  old  ten-foot 
building  was  pointed  out,  as  her  residence. 
Many  panes  of  the  window  were  broken,  and 
old  hats  and  rags  stuffed  in  to  keep  out  the 
air.  The  door  was  locked  ;  but  Mrs.  Baily, 
having  cleaned  a  dirty  pane  of  glass  with 
some  snow,  was  able  to  look  in.  There  was 
not  a  spark  of  fire  on  the  hearth  ;  and  on  a 
bundle  of  hay,  in  one  corner,  sat  two  little 
children,  one  about  four  years  old,  and  the 
other   two   years   old.      They  were    wrapped 
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in  some  old  dirty  garments ;  and  were  hugging 
each  other  round  the  neck,  to  keep  themselves 
warm.  Mrs.  Baily  called  to  the  eldest  to  open 
the  door  ;  which  she  readily  did. 

"  Where  is  your  father,  my  poor  children  ?" 
said  she. 

"  He  is  sick  in  the  hospital." 

"  How  long  has  he  been  there  ?" 

"  A  great  while." 

"  Where  is  your  mother  ?" 

"  She  has  gone  out  to  wash." 

"  Have  you  had  any  thing  to  eat,  to-day  V 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  little  Mary,  (as  pretty 
and  bright  a  child,  as  any  one  who  will  read 
this  story)  little  ei  Lucy  keeps  crying  for  some" 
thing  to  eat ;  but  I  tell  her  when  mother  comes 
home  at  night,  we  shall  have  some." 

A  small  basket  of  shavings  was  all  the  fuel 
in  the  room  ;  an  iron  pot  containing  some  fish- 
es' heads,  stood  on  the  hearth ;  a  quart  of 
meal  was  all  the  food  the  closet  contained  ;  and 
a  bunch  of  straw  covered  with  a  dirty  horse- 
blanket,  was  their  only  bed.  Mrs.  Baily 's 
eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  had  children  of  her 
own  at  home  ;  and  she  knew  how  much  such 
little  ones  needed  kindness  and  care.  *cGod 
has  sent  me  to  them,"  said  she;  "  and  I  wi* 
not  forget    them." 
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She  sent  her  own  son  with  wood  to  make 
them  a  fire  ;  and  she  herself,  carried  them 
food  and  clothing.  She  spoke  to  charitable 
societies  in  their  behalf,  and  procured  washing 
for  the  woman  to  do  at  home,  so  that  she  need 
not  again  leave  her  little  ones  to  suffer. 
When  Mrs.  Baily  first  heard  there  was  an  In- 
fant School  to  be  established,  she  blessed  the 
institution,  and  immediately  put  her  name 
down  as  a  subscriber. 

Now  these  little  children  go  to  the  Infant 
School,  to  be  warmed,  fed,  and  instructed, 
while  their  mother  goes  out  to  wash. 

If  you  have  money  given  you,  will  you  not 
give  half  of  it  to  the  Infant  School  ?  Will  you 
not  part  with  your  playthings,  and  make  your 
bits  of  silk  into  pincushions  and  needie-books, 
for  the  sake  of  helping  such  poor  little  suffer- 
ers, as  I  have  been  telling  you  of  1 
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C  P  T  S. 

Only  one  letter  is  wanting  to  make  the  above  an  intelli- 
gible sentence  :  what  is  it  ] 

ANSWER  TO  CHARADE.     Page  2S2. 
Honey-comb. 
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THE  LITTLE  PHILOSOPHER. 

A  book  has  just  been  published  by  Carter  & 
Hendee,  called  "  The  Little  Philosophers.'''* 
It.  is  intended  to  show  how  philosophy  is  con- 
nected with  the  most  simple  things  in  life,  and 
to  put  children  upon  thinking  for  themselves. 

Scene,  a  Parlor  ;  an  infant  is  creeping  about  the 
floor,  playing  with  a  neiospaper.  Two  little  children, 
Ann  and  William,  are  trying  to  make  the  fire  bum. 
Enter  their  mother  with  u  copy  of  "  The  Little  Philoso- 
pher "  in  her  hand. 

Mother.  Come  here,  my  little  children ;  I 
have  bought  you  a  new  book,  and  am  going  to 
teach  you  Philosophy. 

Arm.  Oh,  mother,  a  new  little  book  ;  but 
it  is  too  hard  ;  we  cannot  learn  Philosophy. 

William.     What  is  Philosophy,  mother  1 

Mother.  It  is  the  first  thing  which  children 
learn. 

William.  Why  mother,  the  first  thing  ? 
then  it  must  be  the  a,  b,  c.  Who  would  think 
that  would  be  called  by  such  a  name  1 

Mother.  No,  William  ;  you  learned  a  great 
many  things,  long  before  you  learned  the  a,  b,  c. 

Ann.  I  am  pretty  sure  the  first  thing  that  I" 
studied,  was  my  letters. 
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Mother.  Look  at  the  baby,  there, — what  i& 
he  doing  ? 

Ann.  Oh  !  he  is  tearing  that  newspaper  all 
to  pieces ;  he  will  spoil  it. 

Mother.  No  matter  if  he  does  ;  but  what  do 
you  think  he  is  doing  it  for  1 

William.  I  don't  know,  unless  it  is  for 
mischief. 

Mother.  No,  William ;  it  is  not  for  mischief, 
A  piece  of  paper  is  something  new  and  curious 
to  him ;  and  he  likes  to  shake  it  about,  to  see 
how  it  will  move ;  and  to  pull  it  to  see  how 
strong  it  is,  and  how  easily  it  will  tear.  In 
that  way  he  is  learning  the  nature  of  it. 

Ann.    See,  now  he  has  thrown  it  away. 

Mother.  Yes,  he  is  creeping  along  towards 
the  cricket.  He  is  going  to  examine  that. 
Now  he  slides  it  along  the  carpet.  He  finds  it 
is  heavier  than  the  paper. 

Ann.     And  harder. 

William.     Now  it  has  caught  in  the  carpet. 

Mother.  Yes,  see  he  looks  perplexed.  He 
does  not  know  why  it  stops ;  he  is  tipping  it 
up ; — it  is  almost  over ; — there  it  goes,  thump  on 
the  floor. 

Ann.     How  frightened  he  looks. 

Mother.  Yes,  it  is  strange  to  him  to  see 
any  thing  fall  and  make  a  noise.    But  the  next 
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time  he  will  not  be  so  much  surprised ;  he  has 
learned  something  by  this  experiment  in  Phi- 
losophy. 

William.     Why,  mother,  is  this  Philosophy  ? 

Mother.  Yes,  William ;  and  every  child 
has  a  great  deal  of  Philosophy  to  learn,  before 
it  can  walk,  or  speak  ;  and  much  more,  before 
it  can  read. 

Ann.  But  William  and  I  have  learned  all 
the  Philosophy ;  we  know  all  about  paper  and 
stools,  and  the  table,  and  falling,  and  other 
things. 

Mother.  I  believe  you  were  trying  to  make 
the  fire  burn,  when  I  came  in. 

William.  Yes,  mother ;  but  it  was  only 
for  fun  ;  it  is  not  cold. 

Mother.  But  what  fun  is  there  in  building 
a  fire  1 

William.  Oh,  I  love  to  see  it  begin  to 
smoke,  and  then  blaze  a  little  ;  and  pretty  soon 
higher  and  higher,  till  it  is  a  great  hot  fire. 

Mother.  But  I  don't  think  your  fire  burns 
very  well ;  what  is  the  matter  with  it  ? 

William.  No,  mother,  we  could  not  make 
it  burn. 

Mother.     But  there  is  good  dry  wood  there. 
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Ann.  I  know  it,  and  some  good  coals  ;  but 
we  could  not  fix  it  right.  What  is  the  reason 
your  fires  burn  so  much  better  than  ours  1 

Mother.  Eecause  I  know  something  more 
about  the  nature  of  fire  than  you  do.  There 
is  some  Philosophy  in  that,  which  you  have 
to  learn. 

William.  Will  your  new  book  tell  us 
about  that  ?  Will  it  tell  us  what  we  blow  the 
bellows  for  1 

Mother.  I  don't  know;  but  I  suppose  it 
will  tell  us  things  like  that.  But  come,  we 
will  try  it.  It  is  full  of  questions  which  I  shall 
read  ;  and  you  must  think  of  the  answers. 
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Continued  from  page  323,  vol.  2d. 

James.  Why  have  you  never  told  me  any. 
thing  about  the  Salem  witchcraft  1  are  you 
afraid  I  shall  believe  in  witches  ? 

Aunt  31.  No,  my  dear  boy ;  I  should  never 
refrain  from  telling  you  any  thing,  for  fear  you 
should  believe  it.  If  a  thing  be  true,  I  would 
have  you  believe  it,  by  all  means,  whatever 
others  may  think  of  it;  if  it  be  untrue,  I  would 
have  you  convinced  of  it  by  your  own  under- 
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standing.  The  reason  I  have  not  spoken  of 
the  Salem  witchcraft,  is  because  we  have  not 
yet  arrived  at  it  in  the  order  of  history.  The 
last  talk  we  had  was  about  king  Phillip ;  he 
died  in  1C76  ;  and  the  Salem  witches  flour- 
ished in  1692. 

James.     How  came  they  to  flourish,  as  you 
call  it  1  How  could  wise  men  believe  in  witches  1 

Aunt  M.  Because  those  were  superstitious 
days  ;  and  the  wisest  men  have  been  more  or 
less  affected  by  the  opinions  that  prevailed  at 
the  time  they  lived.  Two  hundred  years 
hence,  people  will  probably  wonder  that  we 
could  believe  a  great  many  things  we  do  be- 
lieve ;  the  same  as  we  wonder  now  at  the 
opinions  of  our  ancestors.  Witchcraft  has  had 
its  day,  and  circumstances  have  proved  even 
to  the  most  superstitious  that  it  was  all  a  delu- 
sion ;  we  who  live  after  it  has  been  tried  and 
proved,  have  no  reason  to  pride  ourselves  upon 
our  discrimination:  it  is  an  old  saying,  that 
"  a  dwarf  placed  upon  a  giant's  shoulders,  can 
see  further  than  a  giant."  The  true  solar  sys- 
tem, you  know,  was  not  discovered  until  sever- 
al ridiculous  theories  had  been  tried,  and  found 
to  be  good  for  nothing.  Had  we  lived  in  the 
days  of  our  forefathers,  we  should,  no  doubt, 
have  been  as  superstitious  as  they  were. 
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James.  But,  Aunt  Maria,  if  people  believed 
others  were  bewitched,  how  could  they  possi- 
bly believe  that  they  were  themselves  be- 
witched ? 

Aunt  M.  Sometimes,  I  suppose,  people  who 
had  nervous  diseases,  were  foolish  enough  to 
think  it  was  witchcraft;  and  sometimes,  no 
doubt,  people  began  by  deceiving  others,  and 
at  last  their  imaginations  became  so  excited, 
that  they  deceived  themselves. 

James.  It  is  bad  enough  to  deceive  when 
it  is  likely  to  procure  one  money,  or  amuse- 
ment ;  why  should  people  deceive,  when  it 
does  others  an  injury,  and  does  themselves  no 
good  ? 

Aunt  M.  There  is  nothing  in  human  na- 
ture so  strong  as  the  love  of  producing  excite- 
ment; by  this,  I  mean  the  love  of  making  a 
fuss — the  desire  of  exciting  wonder.  Men 
have  spent  years  and  years  of  laborious  study 
upon  Astrology,  merely  encouraged  by  the 
hope  of  obtaining  an  exciting  power  over  the 
minds  of  others,  by  seeming  to  possess  a  strange 
and  startling  knowledge  of  future  events  ;  and 
sometimes,  they  pretend  to  have  learned  secrets 
from  the  stars,  until  their  own  minds  become 
deceived,  and  they  do  actually  believe  that 
they  can  foretell  events. 


AMERICAN    HISTORY.  101 

James.  I  do  not  understand  how  they  can 
thus  deceive  themselves. 

Aunt  M.  It  is  a  deception  of  the  imagina- 
tion, for  which  it  is  difficult  to  account.  1 
will  tell  you  what  a  trick  my  imagination  once 
played  me.  Just  at  sun-set,  I  went  to  a  house 
in  the  country,  and  as  I  stood  waiting  for 
some  one  to  open  the  door,  I  looked  over  the 
adjoining  fields.  Under  a  large  tree,  I  saw  a 
flock  of  sheep,  feeding ;  they  were  very  hand- 
some sheep,  and  uncommonly  large,  I  thought. 
I  looked  at  them  for  some  time,  and  had  no 
doubt  of  their  being  sheep — all  at  once  I  per- 
ceived they  were  barrels,  placed  under  the 
tree  to  receive  the  fruit !  My  imagination  de- 
ceived me.  I  had  the  idea  in  my  mind  that 
they  were  sheep,  and  that  idea  appeared  like 
the  real  object,  until  my  senses  undeceived 
me.  So  it  is  with  the  astrologer  and  the  witch  : 
they  first  try  to  believe  they  have  an  uncom- 
mon power  ;  and  sometimes  they  succeed  in 
sincerely  believing  it. 

James,     I  know  when  I  was  a  very  little 

boy,  I  was  afraid  when  I   walked  through  the 

woods  at  twilight.       I  used  to  think  I  should 

meet    somebody,    and  the   bushes   and   trees 

would  look  like  great  giants,   coming  to  hurt 

me.     I  suppose  it  was  because  the  idea  was  so 
9* 
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fixed  in  my  mind,  that  I  saw  my  own  fears,  in- 
stead of  seeing  the  real  bushes  and  trees. 

Aunt  31.     I  see  you  understand  how  inno- 
cently people   can   deceive  themselves,  when 
they  get  their  minds  entirely  filled  with  a  fa- 
vorite subject.     I   told   you   the   reason  they 
tried  to  believe  at  first,  was  the  love  of  doing 
something  wonderful  and  exciting.     I  will  tell 
you  an  instance  of  a  boy   that  was  led  to  do 
very  wrong  things,  merely  for  the  sake  of  see- 
ing how  much  fuss  he   could  make.     An  emi- 
nent physician,   as  he  rode  through  the  town 
of  Pelham,  in  New-Hampshire,  saw  a  crowd  of 
people   gathered  round  a  house.     On  asking 
what  was  the  matter,  he  was  informed  that 
there  was  a  boy  in  the  house,  who  was  believ- 
ed to  be  bewitched,  as  he  had  for  a  long  time 
had  very  singular  fits,  which  none  of  the    doc- 
tors understood,  and  which  resisted  all  kinds  of 
medicine.     He  went  into  the  house,  and  after 
asking  some   questions,   he  watched  the  boy 
very  closely.     From  the  motion  of  the  child's 
tongue,  he  was  sure  that  he  tried  hard  to  make 
the  froth  which  ran  out  of  his  mouth.     This 
convinced  him  it  was  all  a  trick.     He  did  not, 
however,  tell   what  he    suspected.     He    said, 
with  a  very  grave  face,    (i  I  have  never  known 
but  one  thing  that  would  cure  these  kind  of 
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fits.     Let  the  patient  be  entirely   undressed, 
lay  him  flat  on  the  ground  in  the  cellar,  and 
leave   him  there   all  night."     The  cellar  door 
was   immediately    opened,    and    preparations 
made  to  obey  the  doctor's  directions,  when  all 
at  once  the  boy  cried  out,  "  Don't  carry  me 
down  cellar  !  I  won't  do  so  again — I  won't  do 
so  again  !"      When  asked  why  he  had  pre- 
tended to  have  these  fits,  he  acknowledged  that 
he  had  done  it  merely  to  see   how  much  fuss 
he  could  make.      He  had  seen  a  boy  in  a  fit ; 
and   when  he  "  acted  it  off"  as  he  said  to  his 
comrades,  they  were  frightened  ;  so  he  thought 
he  would  go   home  and  frighten  his  parents. 
A  girl  who   lived  with  a  friend  of  mine  took 
great  delight  in  thumping  on  doors,  scratching 
on  windows,  tumbling  things   down  chimney, 
and  making  all   sorts  of  strange  noises  about 
the  house;    as  she  always  ran  away  the   mo- 
ment she  had  made   the  disturbance,  it  was  a 
long   time  before  the  cause  was   discovered. 
When  asked   why  she  had  done  this,  she  said 
she  found   she  could  frighten  people ;  and  she 
wanted  to  see  if  she  could  not  make   them  be- 
lieve there  was  a  witch  about  the  house. 

James.     Did  the  bewitched  people  in  Salem 
do  such  things  ? 
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Aunt  M.  Not  such  things  exactly  ;  but  no 
doubt  their  motive  was  often  the  same.  One 
woman  was  accused  of  being  a  witch  because 
she  was  seen  to  walk  on  the  snow  without 
leaving  any  tracks  behind  her.  In  these  days, 
we  should  at  once  have  supposed  that  she 
walked  on  a  hard  crust,  or  else  that  the  wind 
blew  the  light  snow  fast  enough  to  fill  up  her 
tracks ;  but  in  those  times,  they  accused  her 
of  witchcraft.  A  man  once  persuaded  himself 
that  he  was  "  behagged  "  as  he  termed  it,  be- 
cause he  saw  a  cat  jump  upon  his  bed  at  mid- 
night, and  when  he  tried  to  strike  her,  he 
could  stir  neither  hand  nor  foot ;  now  we  know 
that  this  was  a  dream  ;  and  that  the  sensation 
of  being  held  down  upon  the  bed,  was  a  disor- 
der occasioned  by  an  oppression  on  the  chest, 
commonly  called  the  night-mare. 

James.     And  were  people  actually  hung,  on 
such  pretences  as  these  1 

Aunt  M.  Yes,  it  is  a  melancholy  fact,  they 
were  hung  in  large  numbers ;  and  it  was  a  long 
time  before  wise  and  kind-hearted  judges  were 
convinced  it  was  all  a  delusion.  Samuel  Sew- 
all,  who  was  graduated  at  Harvard  college, 
and  afterward  became  Chief  Justice  of  the 
Supreme  Court  of  Massachusetts,  was  one  of 
the  most  pious  and  learned  men  of  his  time ; 
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yet  he  was  so  strangely  infatuated  with  this 
prevailing  superstition,  that  he  was  among  the 
judges  who  decided  the  Salem  witches  should 
be  condemned  to  death ;  it  is  true,  he  after- 
wards saw  his  error,  and  made  a  public  con- 
fession of  it.  It  is  singular  that  the  same  .su- 
perstition prevailed  to  an  alarming  degree  in 
England,  and  some  other  European  countries 
at  about  the  same  period. 

James.     Are  not  sailors  very  superstitious  ? 

Aunt  M.  They  are  peculiarly  so :  yet  they 
are  a  very  courageous  class  of  men,  and  strongly 
characterized  by  good  sense.  Their  belief  in 
the  marvellous,  and  their  love  of  tracing  every 
thing  to  supernatural  causes,  is  no  doubt  ow- 
ing to  their  being  accustomed  to  such  terrific 
scenes  ;  and  to  their  spending  so  much  of  their 
time  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  human  race, 
amid  the  solitude  of  the  ocean.  Whole  vol- 
umes might  be  made  ef  the  superstitious  le- 
gends told  by  sailors.  One  famous  story  among 
them,  is  concerning  the  ghost  of  a  ship,  which 
they  call  the  "  Flying  Admiral."  If  I  mistake 
not  it  is  seen  off  the  coast  of  Africa,  somewhere 
near  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope ;  however,  I  do 
not  precisely  remember.  This  ship  has  been 
again  and  again  seen  in  the  distance  ;  and  as 
soon  as  the  vessels  come  near  enough  to  hail 
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her,  she  melts  into  a  shadow,  and  disappears. 
The  sailors  say  it  is  a  vessel  whose  crew  were 
murdered,  and  that  it  always  haunts  the  coast 
where  the  crime  was  committed.  A  Salem 
merchant  told  me  that  one  of  his  most  sensi- 
ble sea-captains  wrote  in  his  log-book  :  "  Saw 
this  day  a  vessel,  which  proved  to  be  the  '  Fly- 
ing Admiral.5  She  was  seen  distinctly  for 
several  hours.  We  examined  her  through  the 
spy-glass,  and  believed  her  to  be  American ; 
but  before  we  came  within  hailing  distance, 
she  disappeared.  She  did  not  sink  ;  but  was 
suddenly  blotted  out  from  our  view."  ^Now, 
James,  your  eyes  look  as  if  you  thought  this 
was  real  witchcraft  ! 

James.  I  do  not  understand  how  a  captain 
and  his  crew  could  all  be  deceived  in  this  way. 
You  say  many  of  the  things  you  have  told  me 
were  a  delusion  of  the  imagination  ;  but  surely 
the  imaginations  of  all  on  board  could  not  be 
excited  in  the  same  way,  at  the  same  moment. 

Aunt  M.  This  was  not  a  delusion  of  the 
imagination — They  did  really  see  a  vessel; 
and  the  vessel  did  really  vanish  ;  and  the  vision 
has  been  seen  by  many.  Now  I  will  explain 
it.  Don't  you  recollect  that  you  read  to  me 
the  other  day  that  there  were  certain  moun- 
tains, (I  believe  the  Hartz  mountains,  in  Ger- 
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many)  on  which*  travellers  were  sometimes 
startled,  to  see  the  vision  of  a  giant  t  And  don't 
you  know  that  this  is  discovered  to  be  the  trav- 
eller's own  shadoio,  reflected  and  magnified  by 
a  mass  of  vapor,  which  from  some  accidental, 
arrangement,  operates  like  a  magic  lanthorn  1 
And  do  you  remember  I  told  you  of  the  army 
which  thought  they  saw  a  cross  descend  from 
heaven  in  token  of  a  blessing  upon  their  enter- 
prise, when  in  fact  it  was  but  the  shadow  of 
their  own  standard,  in  the  shape  of  a  cross,  re- 
flected on  the  distant  vapor  1 

James.  Ah  !  I  have  read  the  riddle  of  the 
"  Flying  Admiral" — The  vessel  sees  its  own 
shadow  ! 

Aunt  31.  Yes,  my  dear  boy,  that  is  the 
way  science  has  explained  the  phenomenon. 
Would  they  had  known  as  much  to  correct  su- 
perstition in  the  days  of  the  Salem  Witchcraft, 
as  we  now  know.  But  it  cannot  be  helped. 
Both  in  this  and  in  other  countries,  many  inno- 
cent lives  were  sacrificed  by  conscientious  ig- 
norance :  perhaps  the  accusers  were  sometimes 
actuated  by  ill-will  to  those  they  accused,  and 
chose  this  means  of  gratifying  a  most  diaboli- 
cal revenge ;  but  more  frequently,  people  were 
led  away  by  a  craving  for  excitement,  thought- 
lessly and  wickedly  indulged. 
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A  few  deceptions  discovered,  at  last  opened 
the  eyes  of  the  strangely  infatuated  judges; 
and  witchcraft  is  no  more  heard  of  in  the  land, — 
except  a  sailor  now  and  then  nails  a  horse-shoe 
to  the  mast  before  he  leaves  the  harbour,  or 
some  old  woman  puts  a  siver  bullet  in  the  churn, 
to  make  her  butter  come. 

James.  Why  do  they  use  a  horse-shoe,  and 
a  silver  bullet  ? 

Aunt  31.  I  do  not  know  the  origin  of  these 
superstitions  ;  but  it  has  been  believed  that  a 
witch  would  not  come  near  a  horse-shoe,  and 
that  they  could  be  shot  with  nothing  but  silver. 
When  you  go  to  Salem,  you  can  easily  have 
"  Witches'  Hill  "  pointed  out  to  you.  There 
the  poor  victims  were  hung  on  a  tree,  for  an 
imaginary  crime,  and  on  the  site  of  the  gal- 
lows their  bones  now  rest. 


NOTE. 

A  mistake  occurred  in  the  last  Miscellany,  with  regard 
to  the  young  Duke  of  Bordeaux.  He  is  not  grand-son  of 
Louis  XVI,  and  nephew  of  Louis  XVII.  And  this  may 
be  a  good  place  to  explain  to  young  readers,  the  difference 
between  collateral  descent,  and  lineal  descent  ;  terms 
which  they  may  be  liable  to  meet  in  history.  When  we 
say  a  prince  is  descended  from  such  a  king  in  a  collateral 
line,  we  mean  that  he  is  the  son,  or  grandson  of  his  nearest 
relation, — a  brother,  or  a  cousin,  for  instance.  When  we 
say  he  is  a  lineal  descendant,  we  mean  that  he  descends  in 
a  straight  line  from  himself.  The  Duke  of  Bordeaux  is  the 
grandson  of  the  brother  of  Louis  XVI. 


THE 
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THE  LOST  SON. 

Do  you  see  how  all  these  little  children  are 
crying,  and  how  their  mother  is  crying,  too  1 
They  are  very  poor,  and  their  kind  father  who 
used  to  work  hard  every  day  and  earn  money 
to  buy  bread  for  them  to  eat,  has  just  died  on 
the  bed,  near  which  they  are  standing.  Well 
may  the  little  ones  cry ;  for  they  loved  their 
father  very  dearly  ;  and  their  hearts  ache  when 
they  think  they  never  again  shall  scramble  up 
in  his  lap  for  a  kis|,  and  that  he  never  again 
will  stroke  back  the  hair  from  their  heads,  and 
call  them  his  good  little  children.  Their 
mother  tries  to  comfort  them,  by  telling  them, 
if  they  mind  what  they  read  in  their  Bible, 
they  will  meet  their  father  in   heaven,  when 
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they  die  ;  but  when  little  Mary,  the  youngest 
of  thern  all,  looks  up  in  her  face,  and  asks, 
"  But,  dear  mother,  is  daddy  gone  away  for 
always  ?"  the  poor  woman  lays  her  head  down 
on  the  table  and  sobs. 

Bye  and  bye,  John  says  to  his  sister  Nancy, 
who  stands  with  her  arm  round  his  neck,  "  I 
wonder  our  little  foster-brother  Eugene,  has 
not  come  to  see  poor  daddy  to  day." 

Now  I  must  tell  my  young  readers  that  this 
happened  in  England ;  and  that  when  a  poor 
woman  takes  another  person's  baby  to  nurse,, 
she  calls  it  her  foster-son,  or  her  foster-daugh- 
ter ;  and  her  children  always  call  the  babe  a 
foster-brother. 

The  poor  woman  who  is  crying  because  her 
husband  is  dead,  had  nursed  the  infant  son  of 
a  duke  ;  and  the  little  nobleman  always  loved 
his  foster-mother  very  much.  Almost  every 
day  while  his  foster-father  was  sick  he  carried 
him  something,  which  he  thought  would  please 
him.  Sometimes,  he  would  gather  a  bunch  of 
his  choicest  flowers,  or  grapes ;  and  sometimes 
he  asked  to  have  the  servant  go  with  him,  to 
carry  a  bottle  of  wine.  But  the  affectionate 
little  foster- son  has  not  been  to  the  cottage  to- 
day ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  their  grief,  the 
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children  cannot  help  wondering  what  has  be- 
come of  him.  John  did  not  like  to  ask  his 
mother's  leave  to  go  up  to  the  Hall  to  inquire 
whether  his  little  play-fellow  was  sick;  because 
he  knew  his  poor  mother's  heart  was  almost 
broken.  But  when  several  hours  had  passed 
away,  and  he  had  been  to  the  door  a  great  many 
times  to  look  for  his  foster-brother,  he  could 
not  help  saying  to  his  mother,  ei  Where  do 
you  think  Eugene  is  1  He  has  not  been  here 
to-day." 

The  widow  had  not  thought  about  her  fos- 
ter-son ;  for  her  heart  was  full  of  the  thoughts 
of  her  husband's  funeral.  When  John  asked 
what  had  become  of  him,  she  replied,  "  You 
know  it  is  Eugene's  birth-day ;  I  suppose 
there  is  a  great  deal  of  company  at  the  Hall, 
and  he  cannot  find  time  to  come  and  see 
us ;  or  else  he  is  so  taken  up  with  his  fine 
presents,  that  he  forgets  his  poor  foster-mother. '? 

"  He  never  forgot  us  before,"  said  Nancy  ; 
and  her  face  looked  very  sorrowful,  as  she 
spoke. 

However,  it  was  not  long  before  they  found 
out  that  Eugene  had  not  forgotten  them ;  for 
the  servant  came  to  inquire  whether  he  had 
been  there ;  and  told  how  he  had  been  miss- 
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ing  for  several  hours,  and  nobody  at  the  Hall 
knew  where  he  had  gone.  The  generous  lit- 
tle fellow  had  put  away  some  presents  for  his 
foster-brother  and  sisters ;  and  when  he  was 
missing,  his  parents  supposed  he  had  gone  to 
the  cottage  to  carry  them ;  but  when  it  was 
found  that  the  presents  remained  where  he  had 
put  them,  they  begun  to  inquire,  "  Where  is 
Eugene  ?  Has  anybody  seen  Eugene  ?" 

One  of  the  servants  said  he  had  seen  him 
giving  some  money  to  a  gipsy,  who  had  been 
playing  on  a  guitar  for  his  amusement.  This 
information  frightened  the  Duke  very  much. 

"  The  gipsys  have  stolen  my  only  boy,"  he 
said  ;  "  and  all  because  I  was  foolish  enough  to 
let  him  wear  his  birth-day  present,  a  little  gold 
watch  set  with  diamonds.  The  bauble  has 
tempted  them ;  and  the  wretches  have  stolen 
my  child." 

This  idea  put  Eugene's  mother  in  an  agony. 
Every  place  about  the  grounds  and  in  the 
house  was  searched  ;  but  the  darling  little  boy, 
who  had  been  so  much  beloved,  was  no  where 
to  be  found.  Years  passed  away,  and  the  little 
nobleman  with  his  bright  blue  eyes,  and  golden 
hair,  and  happy  face,  was  seen  no  more  at  the 
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Hall,  or  in  the  widow's  cottage ;  and  when  the 
anniversary  of  his  birth-day  came  round,  it  was 
a  mournful  day  among  them  all.  The  Duke 
and  Duchess  were  wretched  in  the  midst  of  all 
their  splendor ;  and  very  often  they  said  to 
each  other,  how  gladly  they  would  give  up 
their  fine  house,  and  fine  horses,  and  fine  car- 
riages, and  every  thing  else,  for  the  sake  of 
their  dear  boy. 

The  widow  was  even  more  unhappy  than 
the  great  folks  at  the  Hall;  for  when  Eugene's 
birth-day  arrived,  it  reminded  her  of  the  death 
of  her  husband,  and  of  the  loss  of  a  son  she 
loved  almost  as  much  as  her  own. 

At  the  Hall,  there  was  one  room  which  was 
always  kept  shut  up ;  it  was  ct  Eugene's  room." 
No  one  was  allowed  to  go  into  it.  Every  thing 
was  just  as  it  had  been  on  the  day  the  dear 
boy  was  lost.  On  one  side  of  the  room  hung 
the  picture  of  his  favorite  poney,  and  on  the 
other  was  a  likeness  of  his  mother,  with  Eu- 
gene looking  up  in  her  face,  as  if  speaking,  and 
his  hand  resting  on  a  little  shaggy  dog.  This 
beautiful  painting  was  finished  two  or  three 
days  before  Eugene  had  disappeared  ;  and  on 
that  very  day  the  Duke  had  given  it  to  his  wife, 
to  commemorate  the  fourth  birth-day  of  her 
10* 
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only  child.  The  picture  was,  of  course,  very 
dear  to  both  parents  ;  but  it  made  them  so  un- 
happy to  look  at  it,  that  they  seldom  entered 
the  room. 

Four  years  passed  away ;  and  still  there  was 
no  ground  to  hope  Eugene  would  ever  be  heard 
off.  The  day  arrived  when,  if  living,  he  would 
be  eight  years  old.  Every  thing  was  still  at 
the  Hall ;  for  the  Duke  and  Duchess  would 
see  no  company  that  day,  and  no  festivities 
were  allowed.  It  was  in  the  afternoon,  when 
the  servant  entered  the  library  and  said  that 
John,  the  widow's  son,  was  very  anxious  to  be 
allowed  to  come  in.  The  Duchess  sent  word 
to  have  him  come  up  immediately  ;  but  it  made 
her  heart  adie  to  see  him ;  for  Eugene's  foster- 
brother  was  just  as  old  as  the  lost  favorite  ; 
and  this  was  his  birth-day. 

11  Well,  John,  what  is  it  you  wish  for  ?"  ask- 
ed the  lady. 

"I  ask  your  ladyship's  pardon,"  said  the 
cottage  boy ;  "  but  I  thought  may  be  your  la- 
dyship would  do  something  for  a  poor  little 
sweep,  that  cleaned  the  chimneys  this  morning. 
His  master  is  a  very  cruel  man  ;  I  saw  him 
beat  the  poor  little  fellow  before  he  went  up 
the  chimney  ;  and  the  little  boy  cried  very  hard, 


THE  LOST    SON.  115 


ma'am  ;  and  I  gave  him   my   top,   because   I 

pitied  him,    and  because  " here  John 

burst  into  tears. 

ct  Because  what  ?"  asked  the  lady. 

"  Because  his  voice  was  so  like  my  young 
master's,"  replied  John,  sobbing  as  he  spoke. 

The  Duchess  started  on  her  feet,  as  if  a 
knife  had  struck  her.  "Where  is  the  boy?" 
she  exclaimed. 

"  He  ha'nt  been  seen  since  he  went  up  the 
chimney,  ma'am.  His  master  is  swearing  be- 
cause he  thinks  he  has  run  away.  He  says 
when  he  finds* him,  he  will  give  him  a  terrible 
beating;  and  that  is  what  I  come  to  speak  to 
your  ladyship  for  ;  because  T  think  the  wicked 
man  would  mind  you." 

The  Duchess  promised  to  take  the  little 
sweep  under  her  protection ;  and  the  tears 
started  to  her  eyes,  when  she  thought  that  per- 
haps her  own  noble  boy  was  in  the  same 
wretched  condition.  Every  chimney  in  the 
house  was  examined  to  no  purpose ;  every  room 
was  searched  in  vain.  At  last  the  Dutches  un- 
locked il  Eugene's  room  " — and  there,  upon  a 
gilded  and  damask  bed,  lay  the  little  black  and 
ragged  chimney-sweep,  enjoying  a  sweet  slum- 
ber.     A    strange    thought, — almost   a  hope, 
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arose  in  the  lady's  mind — for  notwithstanding 
the  soot  and  the  dirt,  a  mother's  eye  detected 
in  the  face  of  the  sleeper  some  resemblance  to 
the  features  of  her  son !  She  uttered  an  excla- 
mation, and  the  boy  awoke.  At  first,  he  rub- 
bed his  eyes  with  such  a  sort  of  smile,  as  good- 
natured  children  are  apt  to  wear  when  they 
wake  up  and  look  on  those  they  love.  But  the 
next  moment  he  seemed  to  remember  he  had 
done  wrong  in  lying  down  with  his  dirty  clothes 
on  that  magnificent  bed.  He  seemed  so 
frightened  and  ashamed,  that  he  could  not  get 
out  the  words  he  tried  to  speak.  In  his  confu- 
sion, his  eye  suddenly  rested  on  the  picture  of 
Eugene  and  his  dog,  and  he  burst  into  tears. 
When  asked  what  made  him  cry  so,  he  said  he 
did  not  know  ;  but  still  he  would  look  at  the 
picture,  and  still  he  would  sob.  This  was  too 
much  for  the  Duchess.  She  clasped  him  wild- 
ly to  her  heart,  and  called  him  her  long  lost 
son.  The  little  vagabond  boy  did  not  seem  to 
know  what  to  make  of  this — he  struggled  to 
get  away,  and  said  he  was  a  poor  sweep,  and 
his  name  was  Cuffy. 

When  asked  how  he  came  there,  he  said  he 
came  down  chimney  and  had  fallen  asleep  be- 
cause he  was  so  tired  ;  that  it  was  a  great  while 
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since  he  had  laid  in  a  bed  ;  to  be  sure  he  had 
done  very  wrong ;  but  then  he  had  forgotten 
that  he   was  not   at  home. 

"  Where   is  your  home  V  asked  the  lady. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  the  little  vagabond ; 
and  again  he  burst  into  tears. 

The  Duke,  who  -had  heard  about  the  poor 
boy,  now  came  into  the  room  to  inquire  into 
the  matter.  He  did  not  see  any  resemblance 
to  his  son ;  but  seeing  his  lady  so  much  trou- 
bled, he  suggested  the  idea  of  playing  some  of 
Eugene's  favorite  tunes,  on  the  piano,  in  pres- 
ence of  the  sweep  ;  rightly  judging  that  a  child 
would  be  more  likely  to  remember  music,  than 
any  thing  else. 

The  plan  succeeded.  The  boy  seemed  like 
one  delirious.  At  last,  they  played  a  tune 
which  had  been  composed  on  purpose  for  Eu- 
gene, the  words  of  which  had  been  written  by 
his  mother.  This  brought  the  tears  to  his 
eyes— he  listened,  as  if  his  whole  soul  was  in 
his  ears.  His  mother  paused  in  the  last  verse, 
as  if  she  had  forgotten  a  line ;  and  the  little 
chimney-sweep,  forgetful  of  every  thing  except 
the  tide  of  memory  which  was  rushing  on  his 
heart,  eagerly  repeated  it  to  her.  The  Duke 
sprung  forward  and  clasped  the  child  long  and 
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fervently  to  his  heart.  He  had  no  doubt  it 
was  his  son  ;  and  if  he  had  indulged  any  doubts 
they  would  all  have  vanished,  when  the  boy 
washed  and  dressed,  walked  round  the  house 
like  a  home-sick  child  delighted  to  return,  and 
remembering  at  a  glance  the  play-things  of  his 
infancy.  Among  these  play-things  was  a  gold- 
en bird  :  this  bird  was  in  reality  a  musical  box  ; 
and  when  wound  up,  and  a  certain  spring 
touched,  the  bird  would  open  his  mouth,  and 
sing  delightfully.  When  this  was  put  into  the 
hands  of  the  little  stranger,  he  seemed  to  wel- 
come it,  like  an  old  acquaintance  ;  and  after 
having  tried  in  vain  to  move  the  spring,  he 
gave  it  to  the  Duchess,  and  asked  her  to  make 
it  sing. 

The  child  could  never  give  a  very  good  ac- 
count of  what  had  happened  to  him  ;  and  his 
cruel  master  took  care  to  run  off,  as  soon  as  he 
heard  the  Duke  and  Duchess  had  taken  his 
little  victim  under  their  protection.  It  was 
always  supposed  -the  gipsy  stole  him  for  the 
sake  of  his  watch,  and  afterwards  sold  him  to  a 
chimney-sweep. 

Eugene  is  now  a  Duke  ;  for  his  father  is 
dead.  His  mother  resides  with  him :  and  the 
widow  and  her  children  are  faithful  and  belov- 
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ed  members  of  his  household.  To  this  day, 
"  Eugene's  room  "  remains  as  it  was  when  he 
was  found  there  ;  and  it  is  only  opened  to  cel- 
ebrate his  birth-day. 
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Mother,  how  small  a  thing  am  I, 

Rock'd  on  the  restless  sea  ! 
I  ask,  when  gazing  on  the  sky, 

Can  God  remember  me1? 

How  solemnly  the  stars  look  out, 

Upon  the  broad,  blue  deep  ; 
I  wonder  what  the  sun's  about — 

Has  he  gone  away  to  sleep  1 

How  beautiful  the  moon  to  see 
Walk  proudly  through  the  night — 

Unshadow'd  by  a  single  tree, 
To  mar  her  queenly  light. 

How  brilliant  is  the  track  we  mark,* 

As  leaps  our  vessel  on — 
A  rival  light,  that  cheers  the  dark,  ] 
When  stars  and  moon  are  gone  ! 

Mother,  I  am  a  feeble  thing, 

Mid  scenes  so  vast  and  bold  ; 
"  My  child,  your  thoughts  can  o'er  them  spring  . 

Your  mind  they  cannot  hold." 

Charleston,  S.  C.  c.  g, 

*  Phosphoric  light,  very  often  seen  on  the  water. 
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There  are  certain  favorite  plants  and  flowers 
common  to  almost  all  climes,  whose  value  is 
never  diminished  by  the  accession  of  the  rarest 
or  most  novel  productions  of  the  hot-house,  or 
the  garden.  Roses,  pinks,  and  lilies  are, 
among  flowers,  what  green  is  among  the  pri- 
mary colors, — a  thousand  beautiful  hues  attract 
and  delight  us,  but  we  would  not  that  our 
trees  and  fields  should  have  any  other  coloring 
than  that  which  nature  uniformly  bestows  up- 
on them.  There  are  also  certain  classes  of 
character,  which  are  universal  favorites,  and 
without  which,  society  would  be  incomplete  ; 
even  when  it  has  all  the  fascination  that  ge- 
nius and  variety  can  confer. 

Such  a  character,  such  a  flower,  such  a 
lily  of  the  valley,  was  Ruth  Clifford,  the 
daughter  of  a  thrifty  farmer,  in  one  of  our  New 
England  villages.  Her  parents,  people  of  vir- 
tue and  intelligence,  gladly  availed  themselves 
of  the  uncommon  facilities  which  the  village 
furnished,  for  giving  her,  what,  in  New  Eng- 
land, is  considered  as  much  the  children's  por- 
tion, as  their  daily  bread  :  a  good  education. 
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Ruth  was  a  modest,  sweet  tempered  girl, 
with  a  native  refinement  and  delicacy  of  char- 
acter, that  gave  to  her  manners  and  general 
appearance,  something  peculiarly  distinctive 
and  charming.  She  had  an  instinct,  which 
was  a  more  certain  guide  in  preventing  any 
deviation  from  the  strictest  rule  of  propriety 
and  good  breeding,  than  the  wisest  maxims  of 
a  Chesterfield ;  for  its  promptings  were  always 
in  conformity  with  a  perfect  law  of  kindness, 
which  dwelt  on  her  tongue  and  in  her  heart. 
She  had,  too,  a  warm,  affectionate  temper  and 
an  eager,  inquisitive  mind;  and  though  re- 
strained in  the  expression  of  her  thoughts  and 
feelings  by  a  natural  timidity  of  character, 
which  her  secluded  manner  of  life  had  every 
tendency  to  confirm,  yet  they  had  a  faithful 
and  beautiful  interpreter  in  her  speaking  eye. 
Look  at  her  when  listening  to  an  interesting 
conversation  among  persons  older  than  her- 
self, or  to  the  explanations  given  by  her  teach- 
er of  a  difficult  lesson,  or  when  poring  over  the 
contents  of  some  entertaining  book,  and  you 
could  not  fail  to  perceive  that  in  all  these  in- 
stances, she  gave  that  earnest  attention,  which 
proved  that  her  mind  was  a  living  animated 
existence,  and  not  that  dull,  listless  principle 
11 
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which  I  fear  it  is  in  many  children ;  while  her 
gratitude  for  kindness,  and  the  pleasure  she 
enjoyed  in  intercourse  with  her  friends,  was 
evidently  of  that  heart-felt  nature,  which  can- 
not be  mistaken.  With  her,  the  simple  pleas- 
ures of  life  were  something  more  than  a  mere 
pageant,  the  play-things  of  an  hour, — they 
were  a  well-spring  of  joy  and  love  in  her 
heart. 

Ruth  was  a  universal  favorite  among  young 
and  old.  At  school  she  was  a  perfect  model 
of  industry  and  good  behavior ;  and  the  most 
respectable  families  in  the  village,  thought  It  a 
privilege  to  have  their  daughters  associated 
with  her. 

Among  other  of  her  school-mates  and  ad- 
mirers, was  Louisa  Carey.  She  was  as  differ- 
ent from  Ruth,  as  could  be  ;  and  yet,  in  many 
respects,  a  fine,  attractive  girl.  Louisa's  life 
had  been  one  continued  series  of  indulgence  ; 
such  as  the  circumstances  of  Ruth's  parents, 
happily  put  it  out  of  their  power  to  bestow  up- 
on her.  The  indulgence  of  affection  was  all 
that  she  received,  and  all  that  she  desired. 

Louisa,  on  the  contrary,  being  the  only  child 
of  wealthy  parents,  no  means  were  left  untried 
to  procure  for  her  every  variety  of  pleasure, — 
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toys,  books,  birds,  dress,  amusements  of  all 
sorts,  were  eagerly  pressed  upon  her. 

But  the  indulgence  which  most  of  all  she 
loved,  and  which  was  most  pernicious  in  its 
influence;,  was  that  of  having  her  own  way ; 
in  which  she  was  so  entirely  gratified,  that  I 
fear  it  would  have  been  her  ruin,  had  it  not 
been  that  her  natural  goodness  of  heart,  re- 
strained, in  some  degree,  her  self-willed  petu- 
lance.'  Dearly  as  she  loved  the  full  and  free 
gratification  of  every  idle  whim  and  humor, 
she  would  not  willingly  sacrifice  to  this  darling 
propensity,  the  love  of  her  friends ;  and  we  all 
know  that  there  is  a  limit  to  the  endurance  ot 
the  most  fond  and  forbearing.  Proud,  impet- 
uous, and  unreasonable,  Louisa  was  neverthe- 
less, in  a  good  measure,  excused  on  account  of 
the  natural  generosity  of  her  character,  and 
the  enthusiasm  of  her  attachments.  Though 
often  a  vexatious  companion,  she  was  gener- 
ally a  favorite. 

Louisa's  mother  had  been  early  struck  with 
the  appearance  of  Ruth  at  the  periodical  ex- 
aminations of  the  village  school,  and  finding 
that  Louisa  was  fond  of  her,  took  pains  to  cul- 
tivate her  acquaintance.  She  was  not  long  in 
discovering  her    superior   merit ;    and    being 
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naturally  benevolent,  she  took  pleasure  in  af- 
fording her  facilities  for  improvement,  which 
she  could  not  otherwise  obtain.  She  lent  her 
books,  and  gave  her  lessons  in  drawing,  for 
which  she  discovered  so  much  taste,  that  it 
was  nothing  but  a  pleasure  to  teach  one  so  apt 
and  assiduous. 

The  last  time  I  ever  saw  Ruth,  she  was 
seated  in  front  of  rather  a  picturesque  old  farm 
house,  where  Louisa's  mother  was  in  the  habit 
of  procuring  her  weekly  supplies  of  butter,  and 
whither  they  had  many  a  pleasant  ride  to- 
gether. 

While  Louisa  was  rambling  about,  chasing 
butterflies,  Ruth,  with  Mrs.  Carey  at  her  side, 
was  sketching  the  farm  house,  the  well-sweep, 
and  an  old  man,  whose  steps  wefre  so  slow, 
that  she  had  full  time  to  trace  his  figure,  while 
he  was  passing  from  the  house  to  the  garden, 
a  complete  personification  of  old  age.  These 
objects,  with  the  surrounding  scenery  of  the 
mountains  and  a  little  lake  at  their  base,  which 
the  girls  called  "  the  mountain  mirror,"  be- 
cause they  said,  the  mountains  could  see  to 
dress  themselves  by  it,  altogether  formed  a 
beautiful  picture.  I  afterwards  saw  it  hanging 
in  Mrs.  Carey's   library.     It    was   exquisitely 
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finished,  and  neatly  framed,  having  on  the 
back  side  this  simple  inscription — "To  my 
dear  benefactress."  Underneath  which,  was 
modestly  traced  with  a  pencil,  the  following 
lines. 

'  'Tis  sweet  to  look  on  nature's  face  ; 
God's  image  there  I  clearly  trace  ; 
But  sweeter  still,  to  look  on  one 
Whom  truth  and  love,  mark  for  His  own.' 

Ruth's  mother  afterwards  told  Mrs.  Carey 
how  Ruth  obtained  the  frame.  Her  father  was 
sent  to  Boston  as  Representative,  and  upon 
leaving  home,  asked  her  to  tell  him  what 
present  he  should  bring  her.  She  immediate- 
ly produced  the  picture,  saying,  there  was 
nothing  she  should  so  much  like  to  have,  as  a 
frame  for  it,  if  he  thought  the  expense  would 
not  be  too  great. 

Louisa  and  Ruth,  of  course,  had  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  in  their  familiar  intercourse, 
but  it  was  not  all  pleasure.  Ruth  was  often 
tried  by  Louisa's  proneness  to  take  offence ; 
and  by  some  unkindness  of  word  or  manner, 
which  was  sure  to  be  the.  consequence.  To 
be  sure,  Louisa  always  made  ample  atonement 
afterwards,  by  increased  kindness  and  warmth 
of  manner ;  but  Ruth's  was  a  nature  too  gen- 
tle to  be  so  rudely  tried,  without  a  great  deal 
11* 
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of  suffering.  Indeed  Louisa's  cutting  speech- 
es, as  they  were  called  by  her  acquaintance, 
"were  held  in  universal  dread  even  among  her 
friends.  It  was  in  vain  that  her  mother  rea- 
soned and  remonstrated ;  the  force  of  habit  and 
long  indulgence,  was  too  great  to  be  controlled 
by  any  ordinary  influence. 

One  evening,  when  the  family  were  seated 
at  the  tea-table,  Louisa's  father  took  up  a 
newspaper  that  had  been  just  brought  in,  and 
read  tidings  of  the  death  of  a  friend^  who  had 
embarked  for  Europe  some  months  previous. 
For  a  moment  he  seemed  struggling  with  deep 
emotion  ;  and  then  exclaimed,  l  How  thankful 
I  am,  that  we  had  an  explanation  before  he 
sailed  !  Had  he  gone  out  of  the  world  with  the 
conviction  that  I  had  wilfully  wronged  him,  I 
should  have  been  miserable.' 

Then  turning  to  Louisa,  *  My  child/  said 
he,  with  great  impressiveness,  '  be  careful 
never  to  say,  or  do  to  any  person,  that  which 
you  would  not  say  or  do,  if  you  knew  that 
death  would  forever  deprive  you  of  the  power 
of  making  explanation  or  atonement.  How 
dreadful  is  the  idea  of  having  wronged  the 
dead !' 

The  first  reflection  that  always  occurs  to  me 
when  my    friends   die,   is,    '  have  I   wronged 
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them  ?  have  I  ever  given  them  pain  V  and  in- 
expressibly consoling  is  the  feeling  which 
arises,  when,  upon  a  careful  review,  I  find  no 
cause  of  self  accusation.  That  gentleman, 
whom  I  mentioned  just  now,  was  my  early 
friend  and  classmate.  In  after  life  we  had 
some  transactions  in  business,  which  led  me 
to  accuse  him  of  unfairness.  Appearances 
were  such  as  to  support  the  charge ;  but  in 
tribute  to  his  long  tried  virtues,  I  ought  to 
have  withheld  it,  until  certain  proof  was  ob- 
tained. He  was  too  indignant  to  vindicate 
himself,  but  at  length  accident  cleared  up  the 
matter,  and  I  hastened  to  make  reparation  for 
my  offence.  Thank  God  !  our  reconciliation 
was  complete." 

While  her  father  was  speaking  thus,  with 
the  deepest  earnestness,  Louisa's  eye  was  in- 
tently fixed  upon  him,  and  she  actually  turned 
pale.  She  thought  of  her  infirmity  and  how 
liable  it  made  her  to  these  dreadful  regrets. 
She  thought  of  Ruth,  and  almost  shuddered. 

For  a  time  there  was  a  marked  improvement 
in  her  manners ;  and  Ruth  was  informed  of 
the  cause.  She  rejoiced,  and  was  doubly  ten- 
der and  devoted  to  Louisa,  in  order  to  encour- 
age and  assist  her  in  her  work  of  reformation. 
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But  alas !  impressions  are  but  too  apt  to  be 
transient ;  and,  in  a  few  months,  thofe  which 
had  so  deeply  affected  Louisa,  were  very  near- 
ly effaced. 

One  day  at  school,  every  thing  seemed  to 
go  wrong  with  her — it  was  one  of  those  '  days 
of  misfortunes,'- — like  Rosamond's, — misfor- 
tunes occasioned  by  some  fault  of  the  person 
who  suffers  from  them.  She  reproached  Ruth, 
who,  as  a  reward  for  good  scholarship,  was  of- 
ten permitted  to  appoint  the  lessons  for  her 
class,  because  she  made  them  somewhat  longer 
than  usual;  and  said  something  severe  about 
her  dictatorship.  She  was  still  more  irritated, 
when  in  the  midst  of  the  recitation,  for  which 
she  was  but  illy  prepared,  some  visiters  came 
in  and  witnessed  her  poor  performance. 

Ruth  lived  about  a  mile  from  the  village ; 
and  it  was  Louisa's  constant  habit  to  walk 
home  with  her.  On  this  occasion,  when  Ruth 
turned  and  said,  '  Come,  Louisa,  are  you 
ready  V 

'  Ready,'  said  she.  '  No  indeed,  Ruth  Clif- 
ford ;  and  I  never  shall  be  ready  to  walk  home 
with  you,  again  ;  at  least  I  hope  not.  I  have 
tagged  after  you  long  enough.' 

Then  turning  to  another   of  her   compan- 
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ions,  '  Come  Sarah,'  said  she,   '  I  will  go  with 
you;  for  a  walk  I  must  have.' 

Ruth  was  grieved  to  her  very  soul ;  but 
made  no  reply.  In  a  few  moments,  there  came 
up  a  sudden  shower  of  rain,  and  both  the  girls 
got  a  complete  drenching. 

When  Ruth  reached  home,  her  mother  was 
not  there ;  and  instead  of  changing  her  clothes, 
as  she  should  have  done,  without  a  moment's 
delay,  she  very  inconsiderately  sat  down  to 
read  a  book,  which  she  had  that  day  taken 
from  the  Juvenile  Library.  This  was  the 
more  imprudent,  because  she  had  not  been 
quite  well  for  several  days  previous.  When 
her  mother  came  in,  nearly  an  hour  afterwards, 
she  was  alarmed,  and  had  her  clothes  changed 
at  once.  While  this  was  doing,  Ruth  was 
seized  with  an  ague,  which  was  shortly  suc- 
ceeded by  a  fever.  A  violent  inflammation  of 
the  lungs,  was  the  consequence  ;  her  life  was 
terminated  in  a  few  days. 

Louisa  had  taken  cold,  too  ;  and  not  going 
to  school,  did  not  hear  of  Ruth's  sickness  un- 
til her  case  had  ^become  very  alarming ;  and 
she  was  then  too  ill  to  go  and  see  her.  She 
became  dreadfully  uneasy  ;  longing  for  nothing 
so  much,  as  to  ask  forgiveness  of  her   friend. 
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Her  mother  was  unfortunately  out  of  town  at 
the  time ;  but  the  moment  she  returned,  Loui- 
sa begged  she  would  hasten  to  Ruth  ;  and  she 
sent  by  her  the  following  little  note. 

'  Dear  Ruth, — do  send  me  one  blessed  word 
c  forgive ;'  and  say  that  you  love  me ;  do, 
dear,  dear  Ruth.' 

When  Mrs.  Carey  reached  the   house,  she 
perceived  from  the  total  stillness  which  perva- 
ded it,   that  the  angel  of  death  had  entered 
there.     She  found  her  way  through  the  open 
doors  to  Mrs.  Clifford's  bed-room,  and  entered 
without  being  perceived  by  the  parents ;  who, 
kneeling  by  the  side  of  their  dying  child,  were 
wholly  absorbed  with  the  crowd  of  holy,  ten- 
der feelings  which   the  scene  inspired.     Ruth 
saw  her  friend,  however,  and  her  face  instantly 
lighted  up  with  an  expression  of  pleasure,  as 
she  vainly  tried  to  stretch  out  her  hand.     Mrs. 
Carey  approached,  and  stroking  back  her  hair 
imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  beautiful  forehead. 
Ruth  could  not  speak ;  but  her  eye  eloquently 
expressed  the  satisfaction   which  she  felt,  at 
the  presence  of  her  friend,  who  staid  by,   per- 
forming every  little  office  for  her,  until  she  ex- 
pired ;  which  was  about  two  hours  afterwards. 
Mrs.    Carey   returned  home   with  a  heavy 
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heart,  and  eyes  that  too  plainly  revealed  the 
sad  tidings  she  had  to  communicate  :  so  that 
the  moment  she  appeared,  Louisa  was  thrown 
into  convulsions  of  grief.  For  two  days  and 
nights,  she  hardly  slept  or  ate.  On  the  third 
day^she  summoned  all  her  energy,  in  order  to 
pay  the  last  duties  to  her  friend. 

Ruth  had  been  so  universally  beloved,  that 
her  death  caused  a  great  sensation  j  and  her 
funeral,  instead  of  being  an  empty,  heartless 
ceremony,  was  a  scene  of  touching  tenderness 
and  sympathy.     It  was  a  beautiful   '^mmer's 
afternoon  ;  and  the   coffin  was  placed  in  the 
court-yard,  where  the  verdant  carpet,  and  em- 
bellishments of  rose  bushes,  now  in  full  bloom, 
suggested   such  images,    as  should  always  be 
associated  with  the  death  of  the  virtuous.     It 
happened  that  the  sun's  rays  fell  directly  on 
the  glass  lid  of  the  coffin  ;  and  Louisa   beheld 
the  countenance  of  her  friend,  for  the  first  time, 
since  the  day  on   which  they  had  parted  under 
such  disagreeable   circumstances.      Her  hair 
was  parted  smoothly   over  her    forehead,  and 
confined  by  combs,  just   as   she  had   always 
worn  it.     There  was  no  cap  to  disfigure  her  ; 
and   she  looked  so  perfectly  natural,  so  sweet 
and  placid,  that  Louisa  almost   imagined  she 
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could  perceive  in  her  face  a  smile  of  forgive- 
ness. The  idea  quieted  her  feelings,  so  that 
she  was  able  to  fulfil,  with  a  good  degree  of 
composure,  the  office  of  pall-bearer,  which  she 
shared  with  several  of  her  youthful  compan- 
ions, all  dressed  in  white,  and  wearing  badges 
of  mourning. 

But  when  dust  had  been  committed  to  dust, 
and  she  turned  her  back  upon  Ruth's  grave, 
such  a  tide  of  feeling  rushed  over  her,  as  al- 
most broke  her  heart.  She  mourned  bitterly 
for  her  friend  ;  and  it  was  a  long  time  before 
she  recovered  her  spirits. 

The  only  ornament  which  Ruth  ever  pos- 
sessed, was  a  little  jet  cross,  which  Mrs.  Carey 
had  given  her.  This,  Ruth's  mother  now 
sent  to  Louisa,  begging  she  would  accept  it  in 
remembrance  of  their  friendship.  Louisa  im- 
mediately attached  it  to  a  black  ribbon,  and 
suspended  it  from  her  neck ;  saying,  she  would 
always  wear  it,  and  that  it  should  serve  as  a 
charm  to  keep  her  from  sinning  against  any 
other  friend,  as  she  had  sinned  against  Ruth. 
1  saw  her  often,  after  she  had  attained  years  of 
maturity ,  and  whatever  her  dress  might  be, 
that  little  cross  was  a  constant  appendage. 

MATER. 
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"  God  is  love  :  and  he  that  dwelleth  in  love,  dwelleth  in 
God,  and  God  in  him.'  1  John,  4  ch.  16  v. 

Yes,  God  is  love,  all  nature  cries, 
The  whole  creation  makes  it  known, 
From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
To  angels  round  his  heavenly  throne. 

Yes,  God  is  love;  the  care  benign, 
Shown  to  the  creatures  of  his  hand, 
Proclaims  to  all  this  truth  divine, 
In  every  age  and  every  land. 

Yes,  God  is  love  ;  his  holy  word 

Has  life,  and  an  immortal  state, 

Through  Christ,  his  Son,  our  Saviour,  Lord, 

Revealed  to  us  in  mercy  great. 

Yes,  God  is  love — our  Father,  Friend — 
Will  ceaseless  dwell  on  ties  so  dear ; 
With  every  wish  this  thought  shall  blend. 
And  dissipate  each  doubt  and  fear. 

Thus  nature,  providence,  and  grace. 
Declare  to  us  that  God  is  love  ; — 
A  Father  to  the  human  race, 
Who  will  a  friend  at  all  times  prove. 

Almighty,  all-pervading  love  ! 

In  vain  we  would  its  depths  explore  ; — 

A  boundless  sea,  below,  above, 

"  Without  a  bottom  or  a  shore." 


ANON. 
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EGBERT  AND  FREDERICK. 

Egbert  Walker  and  Frederick  Granger,  lived 
very  near  each  other,    and    were   playfellows 
from  infancy ;  they  attended  the  same  school, 
pursued  the  same  studies,  and  were  always  in 
the  same  class ;  every  morning  they  were  seen 
walking  lovingly  along,  arm,  in  arm,  each  with 
his  books  in  his  hand,  towards  the  school  house. 
And  when  they  arrived  there,  not  a  boy  of 
their  age  could  pretend  to  rival  them.     They 
were  the  best  readers,  the  best  spellers,  and  the 
best  writers,  in  their  class,  and  it  was  said  by 
their  admirers  in  the  school,  that  they  beat  the 
master  himself  at  arithmetic.     They  were  both 
pleasing  faces ;  but  they  did  not  look  at  all  like 
each  other.     Egbert  was  pale  and  thin,  with  a 
soft  blue  eye,  rich  brown  hair,  a  gentle  affec- 
tionate  manner,  and  a  very  sweet  temper. — 
Frederick  had  a  full,  glowing,  sunburnt  face  ; 
bright,  black  eyes  ;    thick  clustering   curls  of 
glossy  hair ;  a  bold  fearless  manner,  and  a  de- 
termined unyielding  spirit.     Every  new-comer 
to  the  school,  or  the  play-ground,  was  sure  to 
give  up  his  heart  to  Frederick  at  once ;  while 
every  one,  who  had  been  acquainted  with  both 
the  boys  a  long  time,  was  equally  sure  to  love 


EGBERT    AND    FREDERICK.  135 

Egbert  best.  Frederick  could  not  bear  contra- 
diction  ;  he  wanted  his  playfellows  to  do  just 
as  he  chose ;  and  if  they  refused  he  was  apt  to 
get  angry  and  quarrel  with  them.  Egbert,  on 
the  contrary,  was  always  ready  to  give  up  his 
own  wishes ;  and  he  was  so  reasonable,  mild, 
and  just,  that  he  was  often  the  peace-maker  be- 
tween Frederick  and  his  companions.  Fred- 
erick could  get  his  lessons  quicker  than  Eg- 
bert ;  but  he  seldom  got  them  as  well  ;  for  he 
depended  so  much  upon  his  excellent  memory, 
and  loved  play  so  well,  that  he  usually  neglect- 
ed to  study  them  until  it  was  almost  time  for 
him  to  recite. 

While  they  were  quite  young,  Egbert  and 
Frederick  continued  good  friends  ;  but  as  they 
grew  older  Frederick's  proud  spirit  could  not 
submit  to  see  the  diligent  Egbert  forever  at  the 
head  of  the  class ;  and  when  this  affectionate 
friend  received  a  prize  (as  he  did  almost  every 
quarter)  for  his  good  conduct  and  scholarship, 
he  suffered  envy,  the  most  detestable  of  all  pas- 
sions, to  take  possession  of  his  heart.  At  first 
it  was  a  transient  feeling;  he  felt  ashamed  of 
it,  and  subdued  it  as  soon  as  possible  ;  but  as 
his  idleness  and  love  of  play  increased,  Eg- 
bert's superiority  became  more  evident  every 
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day ;  and  at  every  fresh  mark  of  approbation 
from  their  master,  Frederick  found  it  more 
difficult  to  suppress  his  envious  feelings.  At 
the  beginning  of  a  quarter,  Mr  Porter  prom- 
ised two  prizes,  to  be  given  when  the  quarter 
ended  ;  one  for  the  best  composition,  the  other 
for  good  conduct  and  good  scholarship. 

tc  I  will  have  those  prizes  the  master  has 
just  promised,"  said  Frederick,  to  Frank  Bar- 
nard. 

"  No  you  will  not,"  said  Frank,  "  Egbert  will 
get  them ;  he  gets  all  the  prizes,  you  know." 

"  He  shall  not  have  these,  though,"  said 
Frederick. 

"But  he  is  the  best  scholar,"  persisted 
Frank  ;  "  and  he  takes  so  much  pains  with  his 
compositions  you  have  no  hope  there." 
.  "  He  is  the  best  scholar,"  replied  Frederick, 
iC  because  he  is  eternally  poring  over  his  books ; 
but  I  can  beat  him  at  any  time  if  I  choose  to 
study  ;  and  this  quarter  I  shall  choose.  As  for 
the  last  compositions  we  handed  in,  you  know 
Mr.  Porter  said  I  might  have  made  mine  as 
good  as  his,  if  I  had  taken  the  same  pains 
with  it." 

fi  Weil,  we  all  know  that,"  replied  Frank, 
laughing ;    "  that  is  the  very  reason  why  he 
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does,  and  why  he  will,  get  all  the  premiums  ; 
he  is  diligent  and  industrious;  and  you  are 
not." 

11  But  I  tell  you  I  shall  be  diligent  and  in- 
dustrious, this  term,"  returned  Frederick  an- 
grily. 

"  That  remains  to  be  proved  Mr.  Frederick," 
said  Frank  who  seemed  to  take  delight  in  vex- 
ing him. 

To  have  his  word,  and  his  power  of  adher- 
ing to  his  resolution  doubted,  was  very  provok- 
ing to  such  a  temper  as  Frederick's  ;  he  burst 
away  and  ran  home  with  angry  thoughts  in  his 
heart.  Time  passed  on,  and  he  did  not  seem 
very  likely  to  fulfill  his  boast ;  he  could  not 
overcome  his  habitual  idleness  so  easily  as  he 
expected.  For  two  or  three  days  after  his 
conversation  with  Frank,  it  is  true,  he  was  very 
diligent ;  but  it  did  not  last :  and  as  usual  he 
soon  began  to  make  excuses  to  himself  for  his 
remissness.  Sometimes  he  felt  dull  and  sleepy 
and  then  he  could  not  study  ;  then  he  had  a 
little  of  the  headache  ;  or  he  had  studied  so 
hard  his  eyes  ached ;  or  there  was  something 
going  on  in  the  street,  which  he  wished  to  see. 
An  excuse  was  always  ready ;  and  then  he 
quieted  himself  with  the  reflection,  icl  can 
12* 
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make  it  all  up  another  time." — u  I  will  do  bet- 
ter to-morrow,"  said  he,  day  after  day,  until 
the  term  was  more  than  half  gone  ;  and  then 
he  began  to  think  it  was  too  late  to  make  up 
his  wasted  time.  "  But  I  told  Frank  Barnard 
the  prize  should  be  mine  ;  and  I  will  have  it 
yet,  by  fair  means,  or  foul,"  said  he  to  himself. 
Frederick  shuddered  at  his  own  wickedness, 
as  he  pronounced  these  words  ;  but  still  he 
continued  to  repeat,  "  I  said  I  would  have  the 
prize  ;  and  I  will  have  it."  "But  how  ?  how  1 
— I  have  it,"  said  he,  after  thinking  deeply 
some  time.  "  Yes  I  am  sure  the  plan  will  an- 
swer, and  nobody  will  ever  find  me  out."  Poor 
foolisli  boy  !  did  not  God  know  it  1  Did  not 
He  who  knows  all  our  thoughts,  and  whose 
eyes  are  upon  us  every  moment,  mark  all  the 
sinful  thoughts  which  passed  through  his 
mind  1  Oh  !  my  dear  children,  resist  the  first 
temptation  to  evil  ;  banish  the  first  wicked 
thought,  from  your  hearts.  If  you  harbor 
them  for  a  moment,  you  know  not  how  much 
sin  they  may  lead  you  to  commit ;  how  much 
misery  they  may  cost  you. 

Frederick  pondered  upon  his  scheme,  until 
he  almost  persuaded  himself  it  was  not  so  very 
wrong.     "  It  will  be  doing  Egbert  an  injury, 
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to  be  sure ;  but  then  I  do  not  think  he  cares 
much  about  getting  the  prizes;  and  he  will 
lose  no  credit ;  every  body  will  like  him  just 
as  well  if  he  does  not  get  them.  But  I  have 
said  they  should  be  mine;  and  I  never  shall 
hear  the  last  of  it,  if  I  do  not  keep  my  word." 
We  all  of  us  believe  too  easily  what  we  wish  to 
believe.  Frederick  almost  quieted  his  con- 
science with  this  foolish  reasoning,  and  went 
to  the  school-room  early  in  the  morning  of  the 
day  the  prizes  were  to  be  given  to  accomplish 
his  plan. 

The  boys  soon  assembled,  and  gave  in  their 
compositions ;  all  but  Egbert.  Mr.  Porter 
looked  them  over,  "  Egbert  Walker  you  have 
no  composition  here,"  said  he,  ce  how  does  that 
happen."  Egbert  held  down  his  head,  and 
looked  much  distressed.  "  I  have  none  fit  to 
be  shown,"  said  he  at  last. 

"  But  I  know  you  have  been  employed  upon 
one  piece  several  days ;  and  I  must  insist 
upon  your  producing  it.  I  desired  all  your 
class  to  write,  Egbert ;  and  I  did  not  expect 
you  would  be  the  last  to  obey  me." 

Tears  filled  Egbert's  eyes ;  he  could  not 
bear  to  be  spoken  to  harshly  by  the  teacher  he 
loved  so   well.      "  I   know  you  desired,  us  to 
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write,"  said  he,  struggling  to  command  his 
feelings  ;  "  and  I  obeyed  you,  sir  ;  but  some- 
thing has  happened  to  my  composition  since  I 
finished  it ;  so  that  it  is  not  fit  to  be  seen." 

"  Produce  it,  however,"  said  Mr.  Porter, 
"  if  any  thing  has  happened  to  it,  for  which 
you  are  not  to  blame,  I  shall  easily  excuse  you." 
"  Egbert  dared  delay  no  longer;  he  placed 
his  manuscript  in  his  master's  hand,  who  after 
examining  it  himself,  held  it  up  to  the  view  of 
the  scholars.  All  the  boys,  except  the  guilty 
Frederick,  turned  their  eyes  upon  Egbert's 
unfortunate  pages;  and  saw  them  blotted, 
soiled  and  marked  in  every  direction,  so  that 
not  scarcely  one  word  of  the  once  fair  manu- 
script was  legible. 

"  Who  has  dared  to  do  this?"  said  Mr.  Por- 
ter in  a  voice  which  struck  terror  to  the  heart 
of  the  poor  culprit.  No  answer  was  returned  ; 
and  he  questioned  each  boy  separately.  Each 
boy  returned  a  prompt  and  ready,  "  It  was  not 
I,  sir."  But  when  Frederick  was  called, 
his  pale  face  and  trembling  limbs  told  his  guilt 
so  plainly,  that  the  master  fixed  his  eyes  stern- 
ly upon  him  and  inquired,  "  Did  you  do  this, 
master  Frederick  ?" 
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Frederick  little  thought,  when  he  took  the 
first  wrong  step,  how  many  more  he  should  be 
obliged  to  take  to  conceal  it.  He  was  an  open, 
bold,  frank-hearted  boy,  and  he  had  never  been 
guilty  of  telling  lies ;  but  now  he  must  say, 
"  No  sir,"  or  abide  the  disgrace  and  punish- 
ment, which  would  follow.  The  agony  of  his 
heart  was  visible  in  his  countenance  ;  but  pride 
triumphed;  he  said  "  No  sir,"  with  a  look  and 
voice  that  plainly  told  his  guilt.  Mr.  Porter 
was  satisfied  that  he  was  the  offender  ;  but  as  he 
had  no  proof  of  it,  he  chose  for  the  present  to  say 
nothing  farther  about  it,  and  Frederick  return- 
ed to  his  seat  as  miserable  as  a  little  boy  can 
be ;  much  more  miserable,  certainly,  than  the 
patient,  forgiving  boy  he  had  injured. 

Mr.  Porter  now  opened  his  desk  and  pro- 
duced his  memorandum  of  the  progress  each 
boy  had  made  during  the  term.  The  leaf 
which  contained  Egbert's  name,  and  his  teach- 
er's approving  marks,  was  gone  ;  no  trace  of 
it  could  be  found.  Mr.  Porter  related  the  cir- 
cumstance without  comment,  or  inquiry,  and 
then  proceeded  to  distribute  the  prizes. 

The  prize  for  the  composition  he  said  must 
be  given  to  Frederick,  as  his  was  the  best 
which   had   been    handed  in.     The  prize   for 
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good  conduct,  and  good  scholarship  he  believ- 
ed ought  to  be  given  to  Egbert;  but  as  his 
credit  marks  were  missing,  the  boys  themselves 
should  decide.  Be  proceeded  to  take  their 
votes,  and  they  unanimously  assigned  it  to  Eg- 
bert ;  even  Frederick  gave  him  his  vote. 

When  school  was  dismissed  Frederick  sepa- 
rated himself  from  his  companions,  as  soon  as 
possible,  and  walked  slowly  towards  home,  with 
his  hardly  earned  prize-book  under  his  arm, 
Egbert  was  going  home  too;  and  he  ran  on, 
and  took  Frederick's  arm.  Frederick  roughly 
shook  oft*  the  friendly  hand,  and  walked  faster  ; 
but  Egbert  was  not  to  be  repulsed  so  easily,  he 
gently  said,  "Why  do  you  try  to  getaway 
from  me,  and  from  all  the  boys  1  Frederick, 
you  did  not  use  to  do  so  ?" 

"  I  suppose  I've  a  right  to  go  home  ;  have  n't 
I  V 

"  Yes,  dear  Frederick,  but  you  used  to  like 
to  play  with  us." 

Frederick  gave  no  answer  ;  and  they  walked 
on  some  time  in  silence. 

At  last  Egbert  said,  "I  am  afraid  you  have 
been  doing  something  very  wrong,  Frederick  ; 
you  act  so  strangely." 
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Frederick  twitched  his  arms  from  his  friend 
and  walked  on  very  fast.  Egbert  followed  as 
fast,  "  Frederick,"  said  he,  "  you  know  what 
the  boys  and  the  master  think  about  my  com- 
position, and  about  the  credit  marks.  You 
know,  too,  what  I  saw  when  I  came  to  school 
so  early,  this  morning.  Now  I  have  been  con- 
sidering whether  I  ought  to  talk  to  you  about 
it.  Oh  !  do  not  turn  away  from  me,  and  look 
so  angry — Indeed  I  forgive  you,  from  my  heart ; 
and  I  never  will  say  a  word  to  any  body  about 
it." 

"  You  talk  as  if  you  thought, — as  if  you  be- 
lieved"— said  Frederick,  but  shame  and  guilt, 
and  anger,  prevented  his  proceeding. 

Egbert  took  a  pen  from  his  pocket,  which 
had  the  initials  of  Frederick's  name  cut  in  it 
with  a  penknife,  C(  You  know,  Frederick,  you 
amused  yourself  yesterday  by  carving  the  ini- 
tials of  your  name  upon  several  things ;  and, 
among  the  rest,  upon  this  pen ;  I  cannot  be 
mistaken  about  it,  because  you  shewed  it  to  me, 
and  desired  me  to  see  how  well  you  had  don© 
it.     This  pen  I  found  in  my  drawer." 

<l  You  dare  not  accuse  me  ! — you  dare  not 
say" — said  Frederick  ;  and  he  burst  into  tear?, 
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"  Oh  !  do  not  deny  it,  Frederick.  I  cannot 
bear  to  hear  you  say  what  is  not  true.  You 
might  have  had  the  prizes  and  welcome,  I 
would  have  given  you  all  the  prizes  I  ever  re- 
ceived, rather  than  have  heard  you  say  that, 
c  No  sir  !'  to  the  master,  to  day." 

Frederick  was  softened  ;  but  still  his  pride 
would  not  suffer  him  to  acknowledge  his  fault ; 
and  he  stood  leaning  against  a  tree,  under 
which  they  had  stopped,  silent  and  sullen. — 
Egbert  was  by  his  side  striving  to  keep  back 
the  tears,  that  would  come  into  his  eyes  :  and 
watching  anxiously  the  varying  expression  of 
his  friend's  face. 

"I  do  not  suspect  you  willingly,"  said  Eg- 
bert, after  a  long  silence  ;.  "  indeed,  I  do  not ; 
but  how  can  I  help  it,  after  all  I  saw,  and  all 
the  proof  I  have  1  After  being  friends  so  long 
it  will  be  very  hard  to  give  you  up ;  but  how 
can  I  play  with  you  and  how  can  I  trust  you 
again,  if  you  will  not  tell  me  the  truth  1  I  do 
not  think  about  the  injury  you  have  done  me, 
I  freely  forgive  it.  Only  tell  me  the  truth,  and 
say  you  are  sorry  and  I  will  forget  all." 

Egbert  had  always  possessed  great  influence 
over  Frederick's  mind  ;  and  he  could  not  re- 
sist him  now,     "With  tears  streaming  from  his 
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eyes,  he  said,  "  I  know  I  ought  to  tell  you  the 
truth,  and  I  will ;  but  the  boys — I  cannot  bear 
to  be  exposed  to  them." 

"  And  you  shall  not  be,"  said  Egbert;  <(  I  will 
never  tell  of  you." 

"  But   the  master — he  will  tell  of  it." 

"  No,"  said  Egbert,  "  only  go  directly  to  him 
and  acknowledge  your  fault,  he  will  forgive  you, 
I  am  sure,  and  never  mention  it  to  any  one." 

Frederick  agreed  to  the  proposal.  He  went 
directly  to  Mr  Porter  with  his  friend,  and  told 
him  the  truth  ;  and  he  proved  by  his  manner  of 
telling  it,  that  he  was  really  sorry  ;  for  he  did 
not  attempt  to  extenuate  his  fault,  or  make  ex- 
cuses for  himself.  Mr.  Porter  kindly  listened 
to  Egbert's  petition,  and  forgave  him,  upon 
condition  that  he  told  his  parents. 

Frederick  suffered  so  much  in  practising 
this  deception  for  the  sake  of  gratifying  evil 
feelings,  that  he  was  ever  after  as  afraid  of  in- 
dulging envy  in  his  heart,  as  he  would  have 
been  of  putting  a  black   snake  into  his  bosom. 

Stoclcbridge,  f. 


CHARADE. 

My  first  if  you  do  you  won't  hit  it  ; 
My  next  if  you  do  you  won't  leave  it ; 
And  my  whole  if  you  do  you  won't  guess  it. 

13 
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LINES  OF  A  FATE  LADY. 

Perhaps  all  our  young  readers  may  not  have 
seen  a  Fate  Lady.  It  is  a  toy  made  of  about 
a  quarter  of  a  yard  of  pasteboard,  cut  round,  and 
covered  with  white  paper.  The  outside  edge 
is  ornamented  with  large  points,  and  edged 
with  gilt,  or  colored  paper.  This  flat  surface 
is  ruled  for  mottos,  and  all  the  lines  meet  in  the 
centre.  The  writer  must  be  careful  to  draw  a 
black  line,  and  leave  a  small  space  under  each 
verse  to  preserve  distinctness.  Exactly  in  the 
centre  of  the  circle  a  wire  is  inserted,  and  on 
that  is  fastened  a  neatly  dressed  jointed  doll  of 
the  smallest  size;  in  one  hand  she  bears  a  tablet 
on  which  is  written 

"  Your  fate  I  declare  ; 
Attend  and  beware  j" 

or  some  other  appropriate  warning.  In  the 
other,  she  holds  a  small  straw  wand  with  which 
she  points  to  the  poetry  beneath  her.  The 
wire  is  made  steady  by  fastening  it  in  the  cen- 
tre of  a  common  wafer  box  inverted,  and  filling 
the  box  with  wool  or  rags.  The  cover  and  the 
box  are  ornamented  to  correspond  with  the 
other  part  of  the  toy. 
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The  doll  is  just  enough  elevated  above  the 
writing  to  allow  the  pasteboard  to  turn  freely. 
When  a  fortune  is  to  be  told,  the  pedestal  is 
held  in  the  left  hand,  while  the  pasteboard  is 
twirled  round  with  the  right,  and  the  fate  is  the 
verse  at  which  the  wand  rests  when  the  motion 
ceases. 

Industrious,  like  the 

Busy  ant, 
Oh,  happy  child, 

You'll  never  want. 

So  neat  your  dress, 

So  smooth  your  hair, 
Fm  sure  you  of 

Yourself  take  care. 

5?  The  tear  upon  your  cheek  that  glows, 
**  Is  like  the  dew-drop  on  the  rose } 
*(  When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by 
*"*  And  waves  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry. 

*'  Thy  spring  of  life 

Hath  opened  fair ; 
*e  Be  thy  summer  days 

Unknown  to  care. 

**  Couldst  thou  be  a  happy  thing, 
**  With  nought  to  do  but  dance  and  sing  ? 
*'  No  ;  Hes  who  made  thee  first  to  growj. 
**  Gave  thee  thy  constant  work  to  do." 

You  shall  have  a  new  book, 
Or  a  beautiful  ioy  ; 
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On  which,  my  dear  girl, 
Would  you  look  with  most  joyl 

I  am  sorry  to  hear 

You  were  vexed  with  your  sister, 

Directly,  my  dear, 

Let  me  see  that  you've  kissed  her. 

That  sash  is  too  fine  ; 
Go  put  it  away ; 
Let  the  fiery  hang-bird 
Be  gaudy  and  gay. 

Charleston,  S.  C.  c.  g 


Remember  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  holy.  Gen.  II.  S. 

This  command  must  be  very  familiar  to  you, 
my  dear  young  friends ;  and  most,  if  not  all  of 
you,  can  turn  to  that  part  of  the  sacred  writings 
where  its  words  are  recorded. 

You  are  taught  from  your  infancy  to  know 
and  make  a  distinction  between  the  employ- 
ments of  this  day,  and  those  of  the  remaining 
week.  You  go  to  church  with  your  parents 
and  friends; — you  lay  aside  your  work;  your 
books  of  study  ;  your  general  amusements  ; — 
but  allow  me  to  ask  whether  you  have  ever  se- 
riously considered  why  you  do  this ;  why  do 
you  rest  from  these  duties,  and  these  pleasures 
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on  the  Christian  Sabbath,  and  assemble  in 
your  Sabbath  Schools  and  your  churches  for 
other  occupations,  and  more  serious  thoughts? 

It  is  well  as  we  walk  through  the  paths  of 
life  now  and  then  to  pause  and  learn,  by  what 
rules  we  are  guided  and  governed. 

The  Sabbath  in  its  first  institution,  was  made 
for  rest ; — rest  for  man  and  beast  from  bodily 
toil,  and  by  consulting  the  passages  which  pre- 
cede and  follow  the  words  of  our  text,  you 
learn,  that  it  was  to  be  observed  every  seventh 
day  in  memory  of  the  creation  of  the  world. 
Through  the  wickedness  of  mankind,  this 
blessed  institution  was  for  very  many  years 
neglected  and  forgotten :  but  its  commands 
were  renewed  on  Mount  Sinai ;  and  we  find 
the  Israelites  in  the  wilderness,  acknowledging 
its  Divine  origin  by  the  most  rigid  observance 
of  its  appointments. 

But  it  is  not  now  my  purpose  to  speak  at 
length  of  the  Sabbath,  as  instituted  for,  or  ob- 
served by,  that  ancient  people.  We,  my  youth- 
ful friends,  are  more  nearly  concerned  with 
the  history  of  that  day  set  apart  by  Christians 
as  their  period  of  rest,  and  time  of  public  re- 
ligious worship :  that  day  when  we  are  per- 
mitted to  give  more  particular  heed  to  the  con- 
13* 
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cevns  of  our  immortal  souls;  to  receiving  pub- 
lic instruction,  and  offering  to  God,  our  Heav- 
enly Friend,  united  prayer  and  praise. 

As  Christians,  we  keep  holy  the  Sabbath 
in  remembrance  of  the  resurrection  of  Jesus- 
Christ,  whom  God  sent  into  the  world,  to  teach 
a  better  religion  than  that  dispensed  to  the  Is- 
raelites by  Moses.  It  was  also  on  this  "  first 
day  of  the  week/'  that  the  promised  gift  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,  the  Comforter,  which  was  to  come 
unto  them,  was  imparted  to  the  early  disciples, 
who  were  assembled  at  Jerusalem  on  the  "  first 
day  of  the  week." 

The  early  Christians  consecrated  the  day  to 
prayer,  exhortation,  and  mutual  efforts  after 
that  knowledge  'which  maketh  wise  unto  salva- 
tion ;'  and  we  would  imitate  their  example  and 
strive  to  perfect  ourselves  more  and  more  in  all 
that  is  excellent. 

You  will  perhaps  tell  me  that  you  are  chil- 
dren yet ;  that  you  go  to  church,  it  is  true ;  but 
that  you  cannot  be  expected  to  take  a  part  in 
the  services  performed  there;  that  you  will  do 
this  when  you  are  grown  to  men's  and  women's 
estate;  and  that  as  for  attending  to  the  sermon, 
it  is  not  addressed  to  you.  But  before  you  far- 
ther urge  such  pleas,  let  me  tell  you,  that  though 
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you  are  yonng,  you  are  not  uninstructed  :  you 
have  a  power  of  thought  and  of  attention  ;  and 
when  you  read  an  entertaining  book,  or  listen 
to  an  interesting  narrative,  you  find  no  diffi- 
culty in  understanding  the  one,  or  remember- 
ing the  other.  You  know  that  you  possess 
thi/iking,  active  minds,  and  you  should  know 
that  your  powers,  by  determined  effort,  can  be 
directed  to  any  subject,  and  aided  by  a  will 
to  improve,  may  be  benefitted  ;  yes,  very  much 
benefitted,  by  sermons  at  church,  even  though 
they  be  directed  to  maturer  minds  than  yours. 
Never  forget  this ;  that  something  may  be  at- 
tained every  Sabbath,  if  you  are  rightly  dispo- 
sed ;  and  since  a  good  God  has  given  you  the 
gift  of  a  rational,  immortal,  soul,  be  careful  to 
use  it  welly  so  shall  a  great  reward  be  yours. 

You  may  think,  perhaps,  that  as  the  sermon 
is  not  a  part  of  the  worship  at  church,  you  are 
excused  from  attending  much  to  it.  Let  me 
tell  you  again  that  you  err.  The  time,  the  in- 
terest, the  whole  life  of  your  minister  is  given 
to  the  promotion  of  your  spiritual  good:  he 
studies ;  he  writes  ;  he  preaches,  that  he  may 
benefit  you,  and  that  in  the  highest  sense ;  for 
he  would  aid  in  making  you  tl  wise  unto  salva- 
tion."    Listen  to  him  attentively,  and  serious- 
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ly,  and  if  now,  as  children,  you  cannot  under- 
stand all  he  says,  you  will,  by  a  habit  of  atten- 
tion, be  able  every  weekrto  comprehend  more 
and  more,  and  to  be  more  and  more  benefitted 
by  his  lessons. 

Again,  though  young,  you  can  join  in  the 
more  solemn  services  of  the  sanctuary, — prayer 
and  praise  :  you  can  pray  in  your  hearts : — 
and  oh,  believe  me,  a  calm  and  holy  happiness 
will  follow,  whenever  your  thoughts  are  given 
to  this  exercise. 

You  can  aid  yet  farther  in  the  public  ser- 
vices, by  uniting  with  those  who  sing  hymns  of 
praise;  or  if  you  can  neither  sing,  nor  are  gift- 
ed with  the  power  of  learning,  you  can  give 
your  feeling  to  the  service;  and  think  if  your 
heart  is  sincere.  God  can  see  and  know  all 
that  you  think  and  feel,  and  thereby  will  he 
accept  you. 

Children,  let  the  Christian  Sabbath  be  a 
day  of  holiness,  peace,  and  love.  Do  not  mis- 
apprehend me  ;  I  would  not  have  this  blessed 
day,  changed  into  a  period  of  dulness  and  wea- 
riness. I  would  have  you  enjoy  it, — enjoy  it 
in  its  best  manner.  I  would  witness  a  face 
radiant  with  happiness,  every  Sabbath  day, 
from  every  one  of  you.     It  was  meant  to  be  a 
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happy  day,  and  it  should  be  one  :  but  be  care- 
ful and  not  mistake  the  right  way  of  attaining 
this  happiness.  Learn  to  love  and  interest 
yourselves  in  its  occupations  for  sacred  hours, 
and  your  own  peaceful  minds  will  witness  that  , 
you  "  have  chosen  that  good  part  which  can* 
not  be  taken  from  you." 

I  have  been  particularly  led  to  these  brief 
remarks,  by  noticing  how  many  there  are  at 
church  whose  minds  and  eyes  are  wandering, 
and  if  not  vacant,  not  disposed  to  suitable  at- 
tention there.  I  have  felt  that  these  errors 
might  be  corrected  ; — that  they  would  be, — 
could  you  be  made  sensible  how  much  you 
lose  by  such  faulty  inattention.  Remember 
that  you  do  not  go  to  church  as  a  mere  cere- 
mony :  but  you  go  there  to  serve  God  ;  there  to 
learn  how  you  may  better  serve  your  Almighty 
Benefactor  and  Friend  ;  and  when  you  return 
home,  it  is  there  to  do  good  by  your  example ; 
by  your  goodness ;  by  your  right  disposal  of 
your  remaining  holy  hours. 

Children,  listen  to  the  voice  of  a  friend  ;  lis- 
ten to  the  teachings  of  the  Bible. — "  Remember 
the  Sabbath  day  lo  keep  it  holy;"  so  shall  your 
conscience  be  eased  of  offence  here,  and  you 
be  fitted  for  a  higher  and  better  state  of  happi- 
ness hereafter.  d. 
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LITTLE  BIRD!    LITTLE  BIRD! 

£C  Little  bird  !  little  bird  !  come  to  me  ! 
I  have  a  green  cage  ready  for  thee — 
Beauty-bright  flowers  I  '11  bring  to  you, 
And  fresh,  ripe  cherries  all  wet  with  dew." 

"  Thanks,  little  maiden,  for  all  thy  care — 
But  I  dearly  love  the  clear,  cool  air; 
And  my  snug  little  nest  in  the  old  oak  tree 
Is  better  than  golden  cage  for  me." 

<c  Little  bird  !  little  bird  !  where  wilt  thou  go, 
When  the  fields  are  all  buried  in  snow  1 
The  ice  will  cover  the  old  oak  tree — 
Little  bird  !  little  bird  !  stay  with  me." 

"  Nay,  little  damsel ;  away  I'll  fly 
To  greener  fields  and  a  warmer  sky  ; 
When  Spring  returns  with  pattering  rain, 
You  will  hear  my  merry  song  again." 

"  Little  bird !  little  bird  !  who  '11  guide  thee 
Over  the  hills,  and  over  the  sea  1 
Foolish  one,  come  in  the  house  to  stay  ; 
For  I  am  very  sure  you  '11  lose  your  way.*' 

"  Ah,  no,  little  maiden  !  God  guides  me 
Over  the  hills,  and  over  the  sea  : 
I  will  be  free  as  the  rushing  air, 
Chasing  the  sun-light  every  where  !" 
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It  was  the  first  Sunday  in  the  pleasant  June ; 
that  month  of  flowers  and  beauty  ;  the  church 
(it  was  in  a  small  town,  nearly  a  hundred  miles 
from  Boston,)  was  opened  at  an  early  hour  ; 
and  to  it,  were  gathering  the  cheerful  groups 
of  children,  who  had  for  some  minutes  been 
making  their  appearance  from  various  quarters. 

Nearly  all  the  children  who  composed  the 
School,  of  which  I  am  about  to  give  you  a  day's 
history,  came  from  a  long  distance ;  at  least, 
what  would  seem  to  many  a  long  distance; — 
for  they  walked  two,  three,  and  four  miles,  for 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  once  a  week,  and  re- 
ceiving such  instruction  as  was  adapted  to  their 
various  ages  and  capacities.  No  rewards  were 
offered  as  inducements  to  regular  attendance  ; 
for  obedience,  or  for  good  lessons:  it  was  a  suf- 
ficient reward  that  they  were  permitted  to  join 
the  school;  and  for  attention,  thus  received  the 
approving  smiles  of  their  teacher,  with  the  con- 
sciousness of  having  done  well. 

The  church  in  which  this  school  was  taught, 
was  a  small,  but  neat  and   convenient  edifice, 
pleasantly  situated,  and  commanding  a  view  of 
14 


158        THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL, 

exceeding  loveliness  far  over  land  and  sea.  It 
stood  on  a  hill,  surrounded  by  a  few  tall, 
branching  oaks,  that  gave  shade  and  shelter, 
without  obstructing  the  view  of  the  ocean; 
which  washed  the  shores  at  its  very  foot,  and 
which  seemed  now  in  the  bright  sunlight,  to 
spread  itself  wide  like  a  mirror  of  polished  me- 
tal :  the  eye  could  not  look  on  the  brilliancy  of 
its  waves  without  dazzling,  and  turned  to  the 
green  grassy  pastures  for  relief.  All  nature 
was  awake  and  joyous  in  life ;  the  grand  forest 
trees  were  waving  to  the  fresh  pure  zephyrs,  as 
they  passed  among  the  branches  so  thickly 
clothed  in  their  summer  foliage  ;  and  the  morn- 
ing breeze  seemed  to  whisper  '  peace  on  earth,' 
and  love  to  the  world.  The  wide  fields ;  the 
verdant  meadows  with  their  treasures  of  open- 
ing flowers,  sweetly  but  silently  replied  to  the 
low  voice  that  came  from  the  whispering  grove; 
and  if  the  ear  caught  no  audible  sounds,  the 
soul,  in  its  simplicity,  received  the  beautiful 
teachings  of  nature  ;  and  human  hearts  re- 
sponded,  si  God  is  love." 

It  was  eight  o'clock,  and  many  little  ones 
had  already  assembled,  and  were  surrounding 
the  principal  teacher,  who  was  standing  on  the 
high  steps  of  the  church,  enjoying  the  glories 


THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL.         159 

of  the  day.  No  time  was  lost,  and  the  thoughts 
of  the  happy  scholars  were  directed  to  notice 
the  wonders  of  creation. 

"See,"    said   she,   "  dear  children,   see  the 
flowers  of  the  field :    how   they    grow;  in   the 
language  of  scripture,    '  they  toil   not,  neither 
do  they  spin.'      See  how  perfect  is  their  form, 
how  bright  and  beautiful   their  many  colored 
flowers: — no  king,  in  his  glory,  was  ever  array- 
ed like  one  of  these.     Your  little  hands  could 
not  form  one  plant  like  these  :  your  ingenious 
fingers  could  not  produce  one  living  fragrant 
bud,  or  flower  :  but  there  is  One  who  can  do 
these  things  :  that  One  is  great  and  holy,  and 
his  power  ruleth  over  all.      It  is  he  who  hath 
clothed  the  trees  in  their  beautiful  garments  of 
green  :  it  is  he  who  has  caused  the  tender  grass 
to  spring  ;  the  grain  to  put  forth  its  blade  ;  the 
flowers  to  open  and  perfume  the  air,    and  the 
fruits  to  succeed   the   flowers;    oh,    children, 
how  very  great  must  he  be,   who  could  do  all 
this.     Nay,  but  he  has  done  much   more  ;  he 
it  is  who  has  made  human  beings  to  live  here 
in  this  beautiful  world  ;  and  if  they    were  all 
good,  all  would  be  happy  here :  but  there  are 
many  who  do  not  love  and  serve  this  great  and 
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kind  friend ;  this  Benefactor,  who  gives  them 
all  they  possess  and  enjoy : — oh,  I  am  grieved 
to  tell  you,  that  there  are  many  in  this  world, 
who  do  not  love  and  serve  God,  their  Heavenly 
Parent.  Children,  you  are  young  now ;  few 
years  have  passed  over  your  heads:  but  you  al- 
ready know  to  distinguish  between  good  and 
evil :  choose  then,  while  you  may,  the  '  better 
part' :  learn  of  Jesus  Christ,  the  Beloved  Son 
of  God,  to  be  good  and  holy  :  learn  to  be  meek 
and  patient :  learn  to  be  religious  and  faithful. 
1  Remember  now  your  Creator  in  the  days  of 
your  youth,'  and  he  will  remember  you  through 
all  your  earthly  life  : — he  will,  when  your  days 
are  ended  here,  take  you  to  another  world,  hap- 
pier far  than  this." 

The  teacher  was  silent :  her  simple  exhorta- 
tion uttered  in  the  deep,  thrilling  tones  of  feel- 
ing and  affection,  found  its  way  to  the  hearts 
of  her  auditors,  and  they  followed  her,  as  she 
entered  the  church,  with  a  countenance  and 
manner  that  spoke  seriousness,  thought,  and 
childlike  devotion. 

There  were  now  gathered  round  that  one  al- 
tar an  hundred  and  twenty  children  ;  of  all 
years  between  six  and  sixteen.  It  was  a  love- 
ly sight  to  see  them   there,  with  their  "  meek 
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offerings ;"  they  knelt,  and  repeated  in  low 
solemn  tones,  after  their  teacher,  the  Lord's 
prayer.    ■ 

Our  father,  who  art  in  Heaven, 

Hallowed  be  thy  name. 

Thy  kingdom  come. 

Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  done  in 
Heaven. 

Give  us,  day  by  day,  our  necessary  food. 

Forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive 
those  who  trespass  against  us. 

Suffer  us  not  to  fall  into  temptation  ;  but  de- 
liver us  from  evil  :  for  thine  is  the  kingdom 
and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  forever. 

Amen. 

The  prayer  ended ;  the  assembly  silently 
rose  and  remained  standing,  while,  after  a  short 
pause,  the  teacher  read  the  following  hymn. 

"  There  seems  a  voice  in  every  gale, 

A  tongue  in  every  opening  flower, 
Which  tells,  oh  Lord!  the  wond'rous  tale, 

Of  thy  indulgence,  love,  and  power. 

The  birds  that  rise  on  trembling  wing 
Appear  to  hymn  their  Maker's  praise  ; 

And  all  the  mingling  sounds  of  Spring, 
To  thee,  a  general  pren  raise. 

And  shall  my  voic»,  Great  God  !  alone 
Be  mute  'midst  nature's  loud  acclaim  1 

14* 
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No,  let  my  heart  with  answering  tone, 
Breathe  forth,  in  praise,  thy  holy  name. 

And  nature's  debt  is  small  to  mine  ; 

Thou  bad'st  her  being  bounded  be  ; 
But  matchless  proof  of  love  divine  ! 

Thou  gavest  immortal  life  to  me  ! 

What  thanks,  what  praise,  for  love  so  great, 
Can  infant  lips  with  worth  express  ? 

O  let  me,  lowly  at  thy  feet, 

In  silence  love  thee,  Lord,  and  bless  !" 

All  united  in  singing  this  song  of  ascription 
and  praise  ;  after  which  they  seated  themselves 
in  the  pews  in  their  order.  About  fifty  of  the 
older  scholars  now  repeated  aloud  the  first 
Ps#m. 

The  teacher  made  a  few  brief  remarks, 
showing  the  excellence  and  happiness  of  lead- 
ing virtuous  and  pious  lives.  God,  said  she, 
will  bless  all  sincere  efforts  after  improvement, 
and  will  give  light  and  strength  to  those  who 
seek  to  do  and  keep  his  commandments.  But 
the  wicked,  who  put  goodness  far  a\^ay,  who 
offend  against  Him  by  disregarding  the  precepts 
of  the  Gospel  as  taught  by  Jesus  Christ,  they 
have  no  peace  ;  no  happiness.  It  is  true,  that 
for  a  time  they  may  seem  to  prosper  :  they  may 
have  riches  and  increase,  and  possess  much  of 
this  world's  good ;  but  their  souls,  without  the 
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riches  of  a  holy  life,  have  no  lasting  peace,  and 
no  sure  trust.  They  dare  not  call  God  their 
father,  for  they  have  been  disobedient  children: 
they  dare  not  claim  his  blessing,  for  they  have 
forfeited  his  love  ;  they  have  been  sinful  and 
unthankful :  they  have  forgotten  him  in  their 
lives ;  and  in  death  will  he  be  very  far  from 
them. 

You  read,  children,  that  God  maketh  his 
sun  to  rise  on  the  evil,  as  well  as  on  the  good  : 
and  you  may  think  it  strange,  perhaps,  that 
they  who  do  wickedly,  should  be  suffered  to 
receive  any  gifts.  But  remember,  that  it  is 
not  in  this  world  alone,  that  we  are  to  live :  if 
the  unrighteous  prosper  here,  they  cannot  pros- 
per in  Heaven ;  and  oh  let  this  affecting 
thought  excite  you  all  to  more  and  more  efforts 
in  keeping  your  own  hearts  clean,  from  all  of- 
fence and  guilt ;  and  let  it,  too,  incite  you,  both 
by  your  life  and  conversation,  to  do  good  to 
others  ;  if  you  see  any  doing  wrong,  try  to 
withdraw  them  from  sin :  oh,  try  and  lead  all 
to  partake  of  the  blessings  which  attend  on 
piety  and  virtue. 

This  exercise  ended,  they  took  their  Bibles, 
and  read  to  themselves  the  6th  chapter  of  Mat- 
thew while  the  younger  scholars  repeated  the 
fourth  and  fifth  commandments,  with  this  short 
hymn. 
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"  O,  happy  is  the  child,  thai  hears 
Instruction's  faithful  voice ; 
•    And  who  celestial  wisdom,  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

Her  riches  are  of  more  esteem 

Than  east  or  west  unfold; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 

Than  all  their  mines  of  gold. 

According  as  her  labors  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways,  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace." 

The  teacher  now  addressed  the  school  col- 
lectively ;  and  asked  if  any  of  them  could  give 
from  the  Bible,  an  example,  illustrating  the 
precept  contained  in  the  fifth  commandment : 
<v  Honour  thy  father  and  thy  mother." 

A  pause  followed, — when  one  of  the  older 
scholars  answered, — 

"  Ruth  honored  her  mother-in-law,  when 
she  left  her  own  country,  and  followed  to  that 
of  her  afflicted  parent." 

"  She  did  so,"  replied  the  teacher,  "  and  her 
filial  duty  and  affection  are  worthy  of  imitation. 
We  find  another  very  interesting  example  of 
this  kind  in  the  love  manifested  by  Joseph 
towards   his   father,  and   his  father's   family. 
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Histories  might  be  multiplied,  but  where  shall 
we  find  any  so  perfect,  so  holy,  as  that  of  our 
Lord,  Jesus  Christ  ?  His  love  to  his  mother 
was  shown  on  many  occasions, — and  his  con- 
stant observance  of  the  commandment,  "  Hon- 
our thy  father  and  thy  mother,"  may  be  infer- 
red from  the  many  instructions  he  gave  his 
disciples  to  this  effect;  and  from  his  severe 
reproofs  to  those  who  evaded  and  neglect- 
ed the  practice  of  filial  duty.  But  there  was 
one  hour  when  the  love  of  Jesus  for  his  mother 
was  presented  to  his  disciples,  in  a  most  touch- 
ing and  impressive  manner.  That  hour  when 
nailed  to  the  cross,  surrounded  by  his  enemies, 
by  scoffers,  and  contemners  of  his  life  ;  when 
the  agony  of  his  cruel  sufferings  wrung 
from  him  the  invocation ;  "  My  God  ,my 
God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me  t" — in 
that  hour  of  anguish,  children,  Jesus  remem- 
bered his  mother ;  remembered  the  sor- 
row which  had  brought  her,  with  a  very  few 
who  loved  him,  to  the  foot  of  the  cross.  He 
thought  how  desolate  her  heart  would  be; 
and  when  he  saw  her,  he  said  to  John,  his 
beloved  friend  and  disciple,  "  Behold  thy 
mother  ;"  and  from  that  hour  the  disciple  took 
her  unto  his  own  home. 
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Children,  you  are  not  called  to  prove  your 
love  for  your  parents  through  such  sufferings  ; 
but  you  are  called  to  love,  honor,  and  obey 
them  all  your  lives  ;  to  do  those  things  which 
will  make  them  happy  ;  to  repay,  as  far  as  you 
can,  the  tender  love  they  have  shown  for  you 
during  your  helpless  infancy ;  and  in  your 
still  feeble,  dependent  childhood.  You  can 
never  do  too  much  for  those  who  have  done  so 
much  for  you  ;  you  can  never  repay  all  their 
solicitude  and  labor  for  you,  except  by  obedi- 
ence, love,  and  virtue.  Never  grieve  them  by 
disrespect,  inattention,  or  any  wickedness ; 
never  distress  them  by  neglect  of  their  pre- 
cepts, or  abuse  of  their  indulgence. 

The  wisest  king  who  ever  lived,  has  taught 
you  to  keep  sacred  the  fifth  commandment 
both  by  his  example  and  his  precepts.  We 
read  in  the  1st  book  of  Kings,  2d  chapter,  that 
Bath-sheba  went  to  king  Solomon,"  "  And  he 
rose  up  to  meet  her,  and  bowed  himself  unto 
her,  and  sat  down  on  his  throne ;  and  caused 
a  seat  to  be  set  for  the  king's  mother,  and  she 
sat  on  his  right  hand. 

Turning  to  the  book  of  Proverbs,  you  find 
these  words;  H  My  son,  hear  the  instruction 
of  thy  father,  and  forsake  not  the  law  of  thy 
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mother  ;" — and  again  ;  "  my  son,  keep  thy 
father's  commandment,  and  forsake  not  the 
law  of  thy  mother ;  bind  them  continually 
about  thy  heart;  tie  them  about  thy  neck. 
When  thou  goest,  they  shall  lead  thee  ;  when 
thou  sleepest,  they  shall  keep  thee  ;  when  thou 
awakest,  they  shall  talk  with  thee  ;  for  the 
commandment  is  a  lamp  ;  (or  like  a  lamp, 
which  giveth  thee  the  light  of  knowledge,  to 
guide  thee  ;)  and  the  law  is  light;  and  reproofs 
of  instruction  are  the  way  of  life  ;"  and  twice 
is  it  said  ; — "  a  wise  (good)  son,  maketh  a  glad 
father  ;  but  a  foolish  son  despiseth  his  mother." 

Need  I  add  more  than  the  words  of  the 
Apostle,  to  this  exhortation  ; 

"  Children,  obey  your  parents  in  the  Lord, 
for  this  is  right :  honor  thy  father  and  thy 
mother,  which  is  the  first  commandment  with 
promise." 

"  Can  you  give  me,"  continued  the  teacher, 
after  a  brief  pause,  "  any  example  from  the 
gospels',  of  perseverance  ?" 

All  were  silent ;  and  the  teacher  read  these 
verses  from  the  8th  chapter  of  Matthew. 

"  And  when  Jesus  was  entered  into  Caper- 
naum, there  came  unto  him  a  centurion,  be- 
seeching him, 
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And  saying,  "  Lord,  my  servant  lieth  at  home 
sick  of  the  palsy,  grievously  tormented." 

And  Jesus  saith  unto  him,  "  I  will  come  and 
heal  him." 

The  centurion  answered  and  said,  "  Lord,  I 
am  not  worthy  that  thou  should'st  come  under 
my  roof;  but  speak  the  word  only,  and  my 
servant  shall  be  healed. 

For  I  am  a  man  under  authority,  having 
soldiers  under  me  ;  and  I  say  to  this  man  go, 
and  he  goeth  ;  and  to  another,  come,  and  he 
cometh  ;  and  to  my  servant,  do  this,  and  he 
doeth  it." 

"  In  consequence  of  this  reply,"  pursued  the 
teacher,  cc  we  learn  that  Jesus  healed  the  ser- 
vant :  can  you  tell  me,  children,  if  it  was  per- 
severance which  the  centurion  evidenced  ?" 

"It  was  not  perseverance,"  replied  James 
Maxwell,  one  of  the  older  boys. 

"  What  then  was  it  ?"  asked  the  teacher. 

"  I  think,"  answered  James,  "  it  was  faith." 

"  You  are  right ;  it  was  faith,  or  confidence 
in  the  power  of  Jesus  to  heal  all  sicknesses, 
which  led  him  to  seek  aid  from  the  Saviour.  I 
will  now  read  another  passage  from  the  15th 
of  Matthew. 
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"  Then  Jesus  went  thence,  and  departed 
towards  the  coast  of  Tyre  and  Sidon. 

And  behold  a  woman  of  Canaan,  came  out 
of  the  same  coasts,  and  cried  unto  him,  saying, 
"have  mercy  on  me,  O  Lord,  thou  son  of  David, 
my  daughter  is  grievously  vexed  with  a  devil." 

But  he  answered  her  not  a  word.  And  his 
disciples  came  and  besought  him,  saying, 
"send  her  away  ;  for  she  crieth  after  us." 

But  he  answered,  and  said,  "  I  am  not  sent, 
but  unto  the  lost  sheep  of  the  house  of  Israel." 

Then  came  she  and  worshipped  him,  saying 
<(Lord,  help  me." 

But  he  answered,  and  said,  "  it  is  not  meet 
(that  is,  it  is  not  right)  to  take  the  children's 
bread  and  cast  it  unto  dogs." 

And  she  said  "  truth,  Lord  :  yet  the  dogs  eat 
of  the  crumbs  which  fall  from  the  master's 
table." 

Then  answered  Jesus,  and  said  unto  her,  "  O 
woman,  great  is  thy  faith  ;  be  it  unto  thee,  even 
as  thou  wilt."  And  her  daughter  was  made 
whole  from  that  very  hour." 

tc  The  woman  had  faith  and  perseverance, 
both,"  said  several  voices  at  once. 

"  Yes,    she    indeed   had    perseverance,    by 
faith,   relying  on  the  goodness,  of    Jesus  ; — 
3  5 
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undiscouraged  by  his  neglect  of  her  prayer  : 
unchecked  by  want  of  sympathy  in  the  dis- 
ciples, who  urged  that  she  might  be  sent 
away  :  unsubdued  even  by  that  reply  of  Jesus, 
which  seemed  to  express  that  she  was  un- 
worthy his  notice ;  she  pleads  with  all  a 
mother's  eloquence  for  the  relief  of  her  suffer- 
ing child.  Her  love,  her  faith,  her  persever- 
ance, met  their  righteous  reward.  Her 
daughter  was  made  whole  from  that  *  very 
hour." 

After  the  interval  of  a  tew  moments,  the 
teacher  resumed  her  address  to  the  school, 
saying,  she  would  tell  them  a  story,  which  she 
hoped  would  both  interest  and  instruct  them. 

THE    HISTORY    OF 

WALTER  ARMSTRONG. 
The  father  of  Walter  Armstrong  was  an 
honest,  industrious  man,  who  worked  hard, 
that  he  might  have  the  means  of  supporting  a 
young  family  creditably  and  decently.  Mrs. 
Armstrong  was  active,  neat,  and  economical. 
Both  husband  and  wife  were  contented  and 
happy  in  their  own  house  ; — were  good  neigh- 
bors, and  good  Christians.  They  brought 
their  children  up  in    the   way    wherein  they 
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should  go  :  trusting  that  by  the  grace  of  God, 
when  they  were  old,  they  would  not  depart 
therefrom. 

This  family  dwelt  in  a  small,  but  comforta- 
ble  house,  in  the  seaport  town  of  G . 

William  Armstrong,  the  father,  was  by  trade  a 
Shoemaker ;  he  had  begun  life  with  no  other 
riches  than  good  habits,  and  these  had  gained 
for  him  good  friends,  a  good  conscience,  and  a 
peace  that  the  every  day  trials  of  life  could  not 
disturb.  His  worldly  affairs  prospered,  for  he 
was  punctual  in  the  performance  of  his  engage- 
ments; and  his  customers  well  knew  that  when 
he  promised  them  a  pair  of  shoes,  or  boots,  they 
should  have  them  at  the  very  hour  on  which  he 
agreed  to  deliver  them. 

William's  family  consisted  of  four  children  ; 
of  which  Walter  was  the  oldest.  At  suitable 
ages,  all  were  sent  to  school  ;  where  their  good 
conduct  uniformly  won  the  affection  of  teach- 
ers and  the  good  will  of  scholars. 

I  do  not  mean  to  give  you  the  idea  that 
Walter  was  faultless  :  but  to  say  that  the  prin- 
ciple of  obedience  which  his  parents  had  given 
him,  saved  him  from  the  commission  of  many 
errors,  and  his  respect  for  their  commands  pre- 
served him  from  much  evil. 
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One  day  in  particular,  he  had  reason  to  feel 
most  thankful  for  the  wholesome  restraints  laid 
upon  him.  He  was  returning  from  school  at 
noon,  and  his  way  laid  along  the  sea-shore;  a 
boat  was  there  :#the  day  was  fine  :  the  boys, 
(for  several  companions  accompanied  Walter,) 
were  in  high  spirits. 

"  Come,"  shouted  James  Carlton,  springing 
into  the  light  boat  and  poising  an  oar,  "  come, 
let's  make  a  voyage  to  the  island  :  we  shall 
have  a  fine  time  : — come,  boys,  away,  away ; 
and  we'll  be  back  before  school  time  this  af- 
ternoon." 

"  But  dinner,"  said  John  Bates  ;  "  what  shall 
we  do  for  our  dinner?" 

"Dinner!"  responded  James  Carlton  in  a 
voice  of  contempt ;  "  can't  you  go  without  your 
dinner,  once  in  your  life, — and  that  for  the 
sake  of  such  a  sail,  on  such  a  day,  too  ?  Why, 
man,  you'll  not  starve;  I  dare  be  bound  your 
breakfast  was  none  of  the  lightest,"  and  he 
laughed  aloud. 

Meantime,  doubt  rested  on  the  countenan- 
ces of  the  other  lads.  That  all  were  disposed 
to  join  James  Carlton,  was  plain,  by  the  eager 
interest  expressed  in  their  gestures:  but  al- 
most all  questioned  whether  it  would  be  right 
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to  make  the  expedition  ;  though  not  influenced, 
we  believe,  like  John  Bates,  by  the  fear  of  los- 
ing a  dinner. 

James  grew  impatient  of  delay  :  u  we  might 
run  halfway  to  the  Black  Rock,"  said  he,  im- 
patiently, "  while  you  stand  there  looking  at 
me,  and  my  bonny  *boat.  I  lose  no  more 
time  ;  quick,  who  goes  with  me?" 

On  this,  several  lads  jumped  into  the  boat ; 
John  Bates  still  deliberated^whether  he  should 
choose  a  sail,  or  his  dinner :  and  Walter, 
whom  they  all  liked,  was  debating  between  his 
inclination  and  his  duty. 

"  Here's  room  for  you,  Walter,"  said  James, 
coaxingly ;  "  come  now,  and  a  merry  time  we 
will  have." 

But  Walter  only  shook  his  head,  and  re- 
plied, "  my  father  has  forbidden  me  to  go  in 
the  boat  without  his  express  leave." 

"  Well,  but  your  father  won't  care,  for  this 
once,"  answered  James.  "  We  shall  lose  half 
our  sport  without  you." 

This  was  a  trial  to  Walter  ;  he  wavered  ; 
but  his  better  thought  prevailed  ;  "  no,  I  can- 
not go,"  said   he ;   and  he   resolutely    turned 

away. 

15* 
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"  Oh,  ho!"  said  one  of  the  boys,  l<  so  you 
would  have  us  think  you  a  mighty  wise,  and 
obedient  son.  But  be  more  honest,"  shouted 
he,  as  the  boat  receded  from  the  shore, — "  and 
confess  that  like  John  Bates,  you  are  afraid  of 
losing  your  dinner." 

Walter  paid  no  heed* to  this  taunt,  uttered 
evidently,  in  the  hope  of  drawing  him  back  : 
the  struggle  was  over  ;  his  father's  will  pre- 
vailed ;  and  he  went  on  his  way  home,  happy 
that  he  had  conquered  himself. 

Dinner  was  ready  when  he  returned ;  and 
then  his  father  wanted  him.  to  carry  home 
several  pair  of  boots  which  he  had  just  finish- 
ed for  his  customers. 

"■  Make  haste,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Armstrong, 
"  for  I  have  depended  on  you  for' some  of  this 
day's  work.     You  were  a  little  late  home." 

At  this  moment  Walter  felt  truly  thankful 
that  he  was  not  on  the  water.  He  enjoyed 
that  purest  of  all  pleasures,  the  consciousness 
of  having  done  right. 

By  the  time  he  had  performed  all  that  his 
father  desired,  the  school  bell  rung  its  loud 
summons;  and  Walter  always  punctual,  has- 
tened to  obey  its  call.  As  he  entered  the  room, 
he  looked  eagerly  round  for  his  morning  com- 
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panions ;  but  none  were  there  who  had  gone 
off  in  the  boat.  Walter  felt  uneasy,  and  look- 
ed in  vain  towards  the  door  hoping  till  the  last 
moment  of  admission  to  see  them  enter.  He 
found  it  very  difficult  to  command  his  mind 
sufficiently  to  learn  his  lessons  ;  and  his  master 
was  more  than  once  obliged  to  rouse  him  to  his 
usual  degree  of  attention. 

School  done  ;  Walter  was  seen  hastening  to 
the  sea  shore,  and  was  shortly  joined  by  John 
Bates. 

''Where  can  those  boys  have  gone?"  said 
Walter,  anxiously  ;  "  they  should  have  been 
here  more  than  three  hours  since.  Oh,  I  hope 
nothing  has  happened." 

"  Well,"  said  John  Bates,  "  we  are  safe, — ■ 
thank  fortune  ;  I  did  not  choose  to  risk  myself 
with  them,  or  lose  my  dinner,  either.  I  had 
pie,  and  pudding,  and  beef,  for  my  dinner," 
continued  he  ;  "  pray,  Walter,  what  did  you 
eat  ?" 

Walter  was  thinking  too  much  on  his  ad- 
venturous friends,  to  heed  John  Bates's  selfish 
congratulations;  or  notice  his  last  question. 
Had  he  listened  to  him,  it  is  very  probable 
that  he  would  have  reproved  him  with  insensi- 
bility respecting  the  fate  of  his  daily  school- 
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mates ;  and  despise-d  his  excessive  love  of  eat- 
ing, as  it  deserved.  John  finding  himself  un- 
noticed, walked  away,  repeating  to  himself; — 
'  Well,  Walter  is  an  odd  boy, — that's  all  I  can 
say  for  him.  He  always  thinks  more  of  other 
people's  comfort  than  his  own  ;  for  my  part, 
I  shall  look  out  for  the  first  person  singular." 

For  our  own  part,  we  are  very  willing  to  drop 
our  brief  acquaintance  with  John  Bates,  and  take 
present  leave  of  him  ;  wishing  heartily  that  he 
may  become  possessed  of  more  worthy  feelings 
as  he  grows  to  manhood. 

As  for  Walter,  he  stood  still  on  the  wet  sands, 
with  his  eye  fixed  on  the  beautiful  green  little 
isle,  whither  the  boat  had  been  destined.  The 
sky  was  yet  cloudless,  and  the  sun  glowed  up 
on  the  calm  waters  ; — it  was  a  lovely  scene, — 
for  it  was  all  brightness,  and  beauty,  and  peace. 
But  the  peace  did  not  now  enter  and  pervade 
Walter's  soul;  he  remembered  the  heedless 
gaiety  of  some,  and  the  reckless  daring  of  oth- 
ers, who  had  gone  out  in  that  boat ;  and  he  re- 
membered, too,  that  on  the  far  side  of  the  isl- 
and, the  current  was  strong,  and  the  shore  un- 
safe. He  remained  thus  watching  and  walk- 
ing, for  an  hour;  when  just  as  he  was  about  to 
return  home,  his  eye  caught  a  view  of  the  boat 
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which  at  that  moment  appeared  from  behind  a 
little  promontory  of  the  island.  Walter  sat 
himself  down  on  the  shore,  determined  to  await 
its  landing. 

In  about  half  an  hour,  the  boat  touched  the 
sands,  and  he  ran  eagerly  forward  to  assist  in 
making  it  fast  to  the  log-chain,  which  secured 
it  on  the  shore.  The  young  adventurers  were 
less  gay  than  in  the  noon  hour,  when  they  enter- 
ed the  boat,  and  James  Carlton  was  in  a  less 
gleesome  humour  than  was  usual  with  him. 

"  Has  any  thing  happened,"  said  Walter  ; 
"how  could  you  stay  so  long  1" 

"  Something  has  happened,"  answered 
James  Grant,  as  he  took  Walter's  arm,  and  pro- 
ceeded homewards  ;  for  here  it  is  seven  o'clock 
at  our  return,  instead  of  two  :  we  have  fairly 
got  ourselves  into  trouble  ;  and  how  we  shall 
get  out  of  it,  puzzles  my  mind.  There  is  our 
school-master,  who  never  forgives  truants  ;  and 
our  parents,  too,  who  might  not  have  cared  so 
much  for  a  two  hours'  absence,  will  not  be  very 
likely  to  overlook  our  transgression  :  I  wish  we 
had  staid  at  home." 

"  I  wish  you  had,"  said  Walter,  sharing  the 
trouble  of  his  friends  ;  "  but  tell  me  what  kept 
you  so  long  V 
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"  Why,"  answered  James,  "  when  we  found 
that  you  would  not  be  of  the  party,  we  rowed 
for  the  island,  as  fast  as  we  could ;  and  were 
there  quickly  enough.    We  fastened  our  boat, 
and  began  our  rambles.     It  is  the  pleasantest 
place,  for  our  plays  that  I    ever  was  at ;  and 
time    went   off   so   quickly  that    we   did  not 
suspect  it  was  near  the  school  hour,  till  the 
sound  of  the  last  bell,  came  to  us  over  the  wa- 
ter.    We  were  frightened  enough,  and  sat  off 
full  speed  for  our  boat ;  but  the  boat  was  not 
to   be .  found.      Our    consternation    was   now 
complete  ;  there  we  had  chosen  to  come  |  and 
there    wTe  seemed  likely  to  stay.      We  look- 
ed in  all  directions;  we  examined   again   and 
again  the  place  where  we  had,  as  we  thought, 
secured  her.     It  was  to  no  purpose;  and   I 
was  now  obliged  to  bear  my  own  misgivings  and 
the   reproaches  of  the  other  boys,  who  blamed 
me  for    leading  them  on.     At   last,  we  con- 
eluded    to    divide     our  party,   and   go  round 
the  shores  in  opposite  directions  ;  hoping  that 
the  skiff  might  yet  be  found  in  some  cove.  Af- 
ter two  hours  unsuccessful  search,  we  again 
met,  sober  enough  I  assure  you.      We  had  now 
plainly  nothing  to  do,  but  sit  down  on  the  rocks 
and  wait  the  event ;  though  we  could  only  an- 


THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL.         179 

ticipate  the  probability  of  remaining  where  we 
were,  unless  we  should  have  the  good  fortune 
to  hail  a  passing  fisher's  boat.  The  afternoon 
was  thus  wearing  away,  and  the  tide  had  turned 
when  to.  our  joy  and  surprise,  we  saw  our  boat 
driving  in  towards  the  shore.  Our  fear  now  was 
of  the  counter  current,  but  happily,  a  high  wave 
brought  her  to  the  sands,  not  far  distant  from 
the  spot  where  we  had  made  our  landing.  It 
seems  we  had  not  fastened  the  rope  securely, 
and  the  eddies  made  by  the  promontory  had 
forced  her  off.  We  now  lost  no  time  in  pre- 
paring to  return,  but  imagine  our  terror  to  find 
that  George  Austin  was  missing.  I  had  seen 
him  but  a  little  before  on  one  of  the  cliffs,  and 
as  no  answer  came  to  our  loud  calls,  I  sat  off 
in  search  of  him.  He  had  fallen  from  the  cliff, 
as  he  was  carelessly  leaning  over  to  watch  a 
wild-bird  which  had  made  her  nest  below. 
Fortunately,  a  bed  of  sea  weed  washed  up  by 
the  high  tides,  received  him,  and  though 
.  bruised,  he  was  not  much  injured.  The  ques- 
tion now  was,  how  to  get  up  the  cliff;  it  shelv- 
ed under  so,  that  he  could  not  climb  up  in  any 
direction  ;  and  we  were  afraid  to  put  the  boat 
round  the  jutting  rock,  lest  she  should  overset, 
and  as  we  were  none  of  us  expert  swimmers, 
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the  probability  was  that  we  should  drown.  How- 
ever, as  nothing  else  was  to  be  done,  I  made 
the  attempt,  and  successfully  ;  we  came  safely 
round  the  rocks,  and  here  we  are  all  heartily 
sorry  for  the  enterprise.  After  all,"  conclud- 
ed James,  ci  little  pleasure  comes  of  wrong  do- 
ing.    This  is  a  lesson  for  me." 

At  this  moment,  Walter  found  himself  near 
home  ;  and  bidding  James  good  night,  he  en- 
tered his  father's  shop  where  he  busied  himself 
about  such  things  as  usually  made  a  part  of  his 
work.  He  was  revolving  in  his  mind,  how  he 
might  best  assist  James  and  his  companions 
out  of  their  trouble.  Our  master  thought  he, 
is  not  very  ready  to  overlook  such  offences, 
and  I  do  not  know  what  degree  of  punishment 
will  be  inflicted. 

With  his  mind  thus  engaged  Walter  went  to 
bed  at  his  usual  hour,  but  not  to  sleep.  He  at 
last  determined  that  he  would  himself  plead  the 
cause  of  his  friends.  He  respected  his  master, 
and  he  knew  that  good  conduct  had  always  his 
sure  notice  and  approval.  He  confided  in  his 
justice  and  his  clemency; — at  the  same  time,  he 
feared  the  former  would  compel  him  not  to  pass 
over  so  great  a  fault. 
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Revolving  these  things  in  his  mind,  Walter 
fell  asleep  ;  but  early  in  the  morning  he  rose, 
and  having  done  what  was  usually  required  of 
him,  he  ate  his  breakfast  hastily,  and  with  the 
resolution  of  trying  to  do  his  friends  a  good 
service,  went  directly  to  Mr.  Gorham. 

"  Well  Walter,"  said  his  master  kindly, 
tl  what  brings  you  here  so  early  1  A  good  er- 
rand I  hope." 

te  Yes  sir,"  answered  the  boy,frankly ;  "a  good 
motive  brings  me,  but  I  am  afraid  you  will 
think  a  bad  cause." 

Mr.  Gorham  sat  down  and  prepared  to  hear 
Walter's  business. 

"James  Carlton,  sir,  with  four  more  of  our 
class,  were  absent  from  school  yesterday." 

"  I  have  not  forgotten  it,"  said  Mr.  Gorham 
gravely. 

"  No  sir,"  continued  Walter,  "  but  I  have 
come  to  tell  you  the  reason,  and  ask  you  to 
forgive  them." 

"  It  seems,"  responded  the  gentleman,  "that 
they  are  conscious  of  not  deserving  forgiveness, 
since  their  cause  is  so  bad  that  they  cannot 
plead  it  for  themselves." 

"  But  they  can  plead  it,  sir ;  they  will  plead 
it,"    said   Walter    with    animation.   <l  James 
16 
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Carlton  will   confess    all,   he  always  tells  the 
truth,  sir." 

"  Why  has  he  chosen  you  then  to  speak  for 
him  7"  questioned  Mr.  Gorham. 

"  He  does  not  know  that  I  have  come  to  you, 
sir,  nor  do  any  of  the  boys  ;  but  I  know  the 
whole  affair  ;  and  I  know  that  all  are  heartily 
sorry,  sir,  that  they  have  offended  you, — so  I 
have  come  of  my  own  accord,  to  beg  that  you 
will  hear  the  story,  and  for  this  once,  overlook 
their  wrong  doing." 

Walter  then  related  the  facts  with  which  I 
have  already  acquainted  you,  and  in  so  simple, 
open  a  manner,  that  Mr.  Gorham  seemed  dis- 
posed to  regard  his  plea  favourably.  He  did 
not  in  any  way  attempt  to  excuse  his  compan- 
ions for  what  they  had  done  ;  but  he  felt  sure 
they  would  not  do  the  same  thing  again. 

iC  You  may  go  now,  Walter,"  said  Mr  Gorham: 
"this  matter  shall  be  thought  upon  :  I  commend 
your  good  disposition  towards  your  compan- 
ions ;  but  their  fault  was  one  which  has  been 
near  leading  to  fatal  results.  The  boys  who 
have  acted  thus,  repentant  though  they  be, 
should  be  made  examples  to  deter  others  from 
following   in  their   steps.     Their  companions 
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may  not  escape  such  rash  expeditions  with  life, 
as  they  have  done." 

Walter  would  have  urged  yet  more  eloquent- 
ly, the  forgiveness  of  his  companions,  but  he 
knew  that  his  master  would  not  yield  to  his 
importunity  now;  and  he  departed  in  full  con- 
fidence that  he  would,  after  considering  the 
case,  and  seeing  the  boys,  pardon  them. 

When  the  hour  of  school  came,  and  all  were 
assembled,  Mr.  Gorham  called  the  names  of 
the  truants,  who  came  at  once  to  his  desk, 
headed  by  James  Carlton.  '"'I  know,"  said 
the  master,  "the  cause  of  your  absence  yester- 
day :  and  that  it  was  not  only  without  the  wish 
of  your  parents,  but  without  their  knowledge." 
"  You  have  been  rightly  informed,  sir,"  said 
James  Carlton,  "  but  perhaps  you  have  not  been 
told  that  it  was  I  who  induced  the  other  boys 
to  go:  I  therefore  beg  sir,  that  you  will  punish 
me  and  forgive  them." 

if  They  were,"  replied  Mr.  Gorham,"  under 
no  obligation,  either  to  take  your  advice,  or 
imitate  your  example  :  your  being  their  leader 
does  not  excuse  them.  I  am  sorry,  however, 
that  one  usually  so  correct,  should  have 
been  the  promoter  of  this  wrong.  You 
may    consider    yourself   most    happy   in  that 
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no  fatal  circumstance  has  followed  your  diso- 
bedience." 

u  They  asked  me  to  go,  and  I  did'nt,"  said 
John  Bates. 

"  Be  silent,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  Gorham  with 
a  severe  look  of  displeasure  :  "  there  was,  I  sus- 
pect small  merit  in  your  declining  to  be  of  the 
company.  The  person  who  informed  me  of  your 
fault,"  continued  the  master,  again  address- 
ing the  lads  before  him,"  was  also  your  interces- 
sor; he  is  likewise  confident  in  the  belief  that 
you  will  not  repeat  the  orTence,or  encourage  any 
others  to  do  the  like.  For  his  sake  your  pun- 
ishment is  remitted,  and  I  recommend  you 
hereafter  to  imitate  the  exemplary  conduct  of 
Walter  Armstrong  ;  and  remember  like  him  to 
deserve  confidence  by  obedience  to  your  pa- 
rents, and  entire  abstinence  from  all  such 
amusements  as  you  know  to  be  improper  and 
dangerous.  Remember  that  you  have  also  of- 
fended against  the  known  laws  of  your  school ; 
I  seriously  warn  you  against  a  repetition  of  the 
same.  Go  to  your  own  desks, — and  prove  to 
me  the  sincerity  of  your  repentance  by  your 
redoubled  industry." 
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E  The  boys  retired  to  their  several  stations,  and, 
I  have  the  pleasure  to  add,  gave  Mr.  Gorham  no 
cause  for  regret  at  having  so  lightly  passed  over 
their  transgression. 

Some  time  after  this  event,  Walter  left  school 
to  enter  apprentice  with  his  father,  whose  good 
name  he  seemed  likely  to  perpetuate.  His 
work  required  patieace  and  attention,  and  it 
was  a  long  time  before  he  could  acquire  suffi- 
cient skill  to  shape  and  make  a  boot  neatly. 
But  resolute  perseverance  and  industry  at  last 
accomplished  the  desired  object,  and  Walter 
had  the  satisfaction  of  feeling  himself  master  of 
his  trade. 

About  this  period,  William  Armstrong  fell 
sick  ;  and  all  income  for  the  shop  ceased,  ex- 
cept what  was  derived  from  the  industry  of 
Walter.  It  was  now  especially,  that  he  felt 
the  benefit  of  having  practised  his  father's  fa- 
vorite proverb, — "  the  present  time  is  the  only 
time."  He  had  used  well  his  daily  opportuni- 
ties, and  now  he  was  able  to  repay  in  part,  the 
kindness  and  care  of  his  parents  by  labouring 
for  them.  This  was  done  constantly  and  cheer- 
fully :  he  felt  that  it  was  a  privilege  to  work  for 
those  who  had  laboured  much  for  him ;  and  it 
16* 
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was  most  pleasant  to  see  with  "what  alacrity  he 
attended  on  his  father's  old  customers. 

Mr.  Armstrong  continued  sick  for  more  than 
a  year,  when  he  died,  commending  his  wife 
and  younger  children  to  the  care  of  Walter. 

Tfie  loss  of  this  good  parent  was  deeply  and 
sincerely  mourned.  But  William  Armstrong 
while  living  had  lived  a  Qhristian  life,  and  dy- 
ing, had  died  in  the  Christian's  faith.  He  had 
died  happy  :  he  left  behind  him  the  memory  of 
virtues  that  all  honoured  ;  and  a  reputation 
that  was  unblemished.  He  was  loved  in  life, 
and  in  death  could  his  children  bless  his  name. 
He  left  them  a  rich  inheritance  : — the  mem- 
ory and  example  of  excellence. 

Walter  thus  placed  in  a  responsible  situation, 
at  an  early  age,  forgot  not  his  duty.  He  still 
led  the  same  regular  course  as  when  his  father 
was  his  director.  It  required  all  his  industry 
to  meet  the  necessary  expenses  of  the  family  ; 
especially  as"  his  eldest  sister  was  too  feeble  to 
give  any  assistance  in  the  household  labour. 

Walter  was  undiscouraged  by  the  care  that 
rested  on  him,  and  at  length  by  unwearied  in- 
dustry had  the  happiness  of  enjoying  the  pros- 
perity he  so  well  deserved. 
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Children,  Walter  Armstrong  is  worthy  your 
remembrance  and  imitation.  He  filled  a  hum- 
ble station  in  life,  but  he  filled  that  station  well  ; 
yet  remember,  that  he  owed  his  prosperity  to 
his  virtue ;  and  that  it  was  by  good  habits  that 
he  obtained  his  good  name.  Walter  Arm- 
strong was  a  Christian  ;  he  studied  his  Bible, 
and  made  it  his  guide,  and  his  guard  ;  he  learnt 
the  commandments,  and  walked  by  them. 

In  him  you  have  seen  filial  duty  beautifully 
exhibited ;  for  did  he  not  well  practise  the  fifth 
great  law, — '  To  honour  his  father  and  his 
mother  V  In  him  too  you  see  exemplified  both 
faith  and  perseverance.  May  you,  like  him,  be 
worthy, — and  like  hirn  you  will  be  happy. 

The  Teacher  was  silent. — The  children 
rose  and  repeated  the  parable  of  the  talents. 
The  following  hymn  was  then  read,  after  which 
all  united  in  singing  it. 

"  Lord  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. 

Smile  upon  us  from  above  ; 
May  we  each  thy  peace  possessing 

Trust  in  thy  paternal  love. 

Make  us  gentle,  kind,  and  lowly, 

Teach  us,  Father,  by  thy  word, 
How  we  may  be  good  and  holy 

Like  to  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 
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The  exercises  of  the  school  were  now  end- 
ed :  the  scholars  cheerfully,  but  quietly  sepa- 
rated ;  each  to  his  own  dwelling.  We  trust 
that  their  remaining  service  was  blest  unto 
them,  and  that  God  from  Heaven  saw  and  ap- 
proved their  doings.  Let  our  offerings  at  the 
throne  of  grace,  be  pure  and  humble ;  let  us 
hope  that  we  too  shall  receive  a  blessing,  and 
that  by  serving  God  as  his  children  on  earth, 
he  will  in  his  own  good  time,  acknowledge  us 
worthy  to  be  called  his  children  in  Heaven. 

Keep  the  law  of  the  Lord  blameless :  this  do, 
and  ye  shall  live. 


CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  How  can  you  take  fifty  from  forty,  so  as  to  have  ten 
j  omain  % 

2.  There  has  been  but  one  king  crowned  in  England, 
since  the  days  of  the  Norman  conqueror  ;  who  was  he  1 

3.  Two  letters  of  the  alphabet  are  such  good  friends, 
that  one  never  stirs  from  home,  without  having  the  other 
follow  it,  like  a  shadow  :  what  are  the  letters  ? 

4.  Why  is  a  man,  who  has  a  slight  cold,  like  a  pony  1 

5.  Why  is  a  book  like  a  king  % 
Why  is  it  like  a  nobleman  1 
Why  is  it  like  a  tree  % 
Why  is  it  like  a  prisoner  1 

Why  is  it  like  a  man  that  has  walked  out  of  London? 
Why  is  it  like  an  Egyptian  tablet  % 
Why  is  it  like  every  thing  t 


a, 


m 


3d  Genera.  2d  Genera.  1st  Genera. 
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Explanation  of  the  Plate. 
The  four  first  shells  are  Bivalves;  that  is, 
they  are  shells  with  two  valves  :  when  these 
two  valves  are  just  alike,  the  shell  is  called  an 
equivalve  shell,  because  the  Latin  word  equus 
rowans  exactly  similar.  The  three  last  shells 
are  multivales ;  which  means  that  they  have 
many  valves. 

a.  The  Anterior  Slope,  or  Area  ;  that  part 
in  which  the  ligament  is  situated  in  the  front 
view  of  the  slope  ;  the  beak  is  behind  it. 

b.  Posterior  Slope,  opposite  to  the  former,  in 
which  the  beak  turns  forward. 

c.  The  Beak,  or  pointed  termination  of  the 
summit. 

The  Cartilage,  or  Ligament  of  the  hinge,  is 
a  fleshy  substance,  by  means  of  which  the  two 
valves  are  joined  ;  and  the  child  who  has  pulled 
open  a  fresh  clam-shell  must  have  observed  it. 

d.  The  Base ;  or  lowest  part  of  the  shell. 

e.  The  Hinge,  which  joins  the  two  valves. 
It  is  formed  by  the  connection  of  the  teeth  in 
both  valves,  or  by  the  teeth  in  one  valve  fitting 
into  the  sockets  of  the  other.  These  varieties 
in  the  hinge  form  an  essential  character  in  the 
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generical  definitions  of  shells  :  when  there  are 
no  visible  teeth,  it  is  called  an  inarticulate 
hinge  ;  when  but  a  small  number  of  teeth,  it  is 
an  articulate  hinge ;  when  the  teeth  are  nu- 
merous, a  mult  articulate  hinge. 

f.  Cavity.     The  drawing  represents  the  in- 
side of  the  shell. 

g.  The  Disk,  or  outer  surface.     This  plate 
shows  the  outside  of  the  shell. 

n.   The  Length  of  a  shell. 

h.    The  Breadth. 

m.    The  Summit. 

o.o.    The  Ears. 

p.    The  Right  valve. 

q.   The  Left  valve. 

s.  Operculum :  This  is  a  Lid,  or  Door,  not 
connected  with  the  shell,  but  with  the  animal, 
It  serves  to  close  the  aperture  of  the  chamber, 
when  the  creature  retires  within.  In  multi- 
valve  shells  it  is  horned  :  (See  Genus  2d.)  in 
univalve  shells  it  is  flat.  Any  little  child  who 
wishes  to  see  this  chamber-door,  which  the  an- 
imal shuts  up  so  snug,  when  he  wants  to  go  to 
sleep,  have  only  to  pick  up  a  common  cockle, 
alive,  the  first  time  they  visit  Nahant.  There 
is  a  multivalve  shell  called  Balini,  which  has 
the  aperture  closed  by  means  of  four  small 
pieces  or  valves. 
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t.  t.  t.   Separate  Valves. 

u.    Vertex,  or  top. 

x.  Base,  or  bottom. 

The  Epidermis  is  a  thick,  hard  skin,  cover- 
ing the  outside  of  many  shells.  It  serves  to 
defend  them  from  accident :  the  beauty  of  the 
shell  is  not  seen  till  this  covering  is  removed. 

The  Margin  is  the  whole  outline  of  a  shell, 
when  laid  down  flat  on  one  valve. 

Cicatrix  is  the  impression  of  the  muscles  of 
the  animal,  inside  the  valves. 

Byssus  is  the  appendage  called  the  beard,  by 
means  of  which  some  bivalves  fasten  themselves 
on  rocks. 

All  shells  which  fasten  upon  rocks,  stones, 
or  other  shells,  are  called  parasitical :  because 
the  word  parasite  means  a  person,  who  insists 
upon  visiting  the  rich,  whether  they  want  him 
or  not ;  one  whose  acquaintance  cannot  be 
shaken  off  by  any  hints,  or  any  rudeness.  In 
Botany,  Misseltoe,  Dodder,  and  other  plants, 
which  strike  their  roots  into  bushes  and  trees, 
and  draw  away  the  nourishment,  are  called 
Parasites. 

There  are  but  few  multivalve  shells;  the 
same  terms  are  applied  as  in  the  other  orders. 

The  Genus  of  a  multivalve  shell  is  decided 
by  the  situation  and  number  of  the  valves. 
17 
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The  Genus  of  a  bivalve  shell  is  known  by 
the  hinge. 

The  Genus  of  a  Univalve  is  known  either 
from  the  aperture,  or  shape  of  the  shell. 

The  generic  characteristics  must  always  be 
found  in  every  one  of  the  Species,  which  com- 
pose the  whole  Genus. 

The  Species  of  a  shell  is  decided,  by  its  col- 
our, surface,  or  figure. 

The  Linaean  Genera  are  36  in  number :  the 
following  is  a  table  of  them  systematically  ar- 
ranged, with  the  number  of  Species  belonging 
to  each  Genus  : 


MULTIVALVES. 

3  GENERA. 

UNIVALVES*   19 

GENERA. 

Genera. 

Species. 

1. 

Argonauta, 

11 

1.  Chiton, 

40 

2. 

Nautilus, 

58 

2.  Lepas, 

45 

3. 

Conus, 

155 

3.  Pholas, 

12 

4. 

Cyprce, 

68 

5. 

Bulla, 

61 

BIVALVES.    14 

GENERA. 

6. 

Voluta, 

186 

1.  Mya, 

41 

7. 

Buccinum, 

172 

2,  Solen, 

35 

8. 

Strombus, 

44 

3.  Tellina, 

97 

9. 

Murex, 

171 

4.  Cardium, 

54 

10. 

Trochus, 

130 

5.  Mactra, 

37 

11. 

Turbo, 

167 

6.  Donax, 

21 

12. 

Helix, 

189 

7.  Venus, 

116 

13. 

Nerita, 

70 

8.   Spondylus, 

4 

14. 

Haliotis, 

21 

9.  Chama, 

25 

15. 

Patella, 

102 

30.  Area, 

45 

16. 

Dentalium, 

15 

11.  Ostrea, 

84 

17. 

Surpula, 

38 

12.  Anomia, 

32 

18. 

Teredo, 

4 

13.  Mytilus, 

49 

19. 

Sabella, 

25 

14.  Pinna, 

21 

Total  number  of  Genera,                36. 

Species, 


2445. 
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Before  attending  to  the  definitions  and  de- 
scriptions  of  the  36  Genera,  we  beg  our  young 
friends  to  impress  upon  their  minds  the  fol- 
lowing subdivisions  of  the  three  great  tribes 
of  shells. 

Cochlae  is  often  used  to  signify  univalves ; 
and  Conches  to  signify  bivalves.  Multivalve 
shells  are  sometimes  parasitical,  and  sometimes 
unattached  to  any  other  substance. 

Bivalve  shells  are  divided  into  those  which 
have  the  internal  teeth  in  the  hinge  not  insert- 
ed in  the  opposite  shell,  or  valve  ;  and  those 
whose  hinge  is  furnished  with  teeth,  that  are 
inserted  in  the  opposite  shell,  or  valve. 

Univalve  shells  are  divided  into  those  that 
have  a  regular  spire,  or  those  having  no  spire. 

We  shall  now  methodically  describe  the  36 
Genera,  in  the  same  order  they  are  set  down 
above.  As  we  have  inserted  a  nomenclature 
and  explanatory  plates,  and  intend  to  represent 
one  Species  of  every  Genus,  we  hope  our  young 
friends  will  proceed  understandingly.  If  they 
do  not  readily  comprehend  what  they  read,  we 
trust  they  will  not  fail  to  ask  some  intelligent 
person  to  assist  them. 

The  first  Genus  among  the  Multivalves,  is 
called  Chiton :    the  English  name  is   Coat  of 
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Mail ;  so  called  because  the  shell  is  formed  of 
scales,  which  lie  one  over  another,  like  pieces 
of  ancient  armour.     The  name  of  the  animal 
is  Doris.     The  valves  which   are  piled  on  the 
back  of  this  animal,  like  shingles  on  a   house, 
are  generally  eight   in  number  ;    specimens  of 
six  or  seven  valves  are  rare.     The  general  form 
is  a  convex  oval ;  the  animal  can  roll  itself  into 
a  perfect  ball.     It  is  generally  found  fastened 
on  rocks ;   but  it  has  the  power  of  removing  it- 
self.    This  Genus  comprises  forty  Species,  va- 
rying in  colour,  shape,   size,  and  number   of 
valves.     The  largest  species,  the  Chiton  Gigas, 
(Gigas   is  a   Latin   word,  meaning   Giant)  is 
three  and  sometimes  four  inches  long.     The 
shell  represented  in  the  plate  is   called  Chiton 
Squamosus  ;  because  the  Latin  word  Squama 
means  the   scales  of  a  fish,  and  scales  of  ar- 
mour. 

The  second  Genus  of  Multivalves  is  called 
Lepas.  The  English  name  is  Acorn  Shell. 
The  name  of  the  animal  is  Triton.  The  Ge- 
nus has  forty-five  Species,  all  parasitical.  Com- 
mon stones,  which  the  sea  washes  up  on  the 
beach,  may  be  found  covered  with  Ihem,  so 
that  they  look  like  stone  honey-combs.     They 
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fasten  themselves  on  the  bottom  of  vessels  in 
such  numbers  as  to  be  very  troublesome ;  peo- 
ple are  often  obliged  to  turn  vessels  bottom- 
upward  and  scrape  these  parasites  off.  The 
sailors  call  them  barnacles.  These  shells  are 
composed  of  various  unequal  and  erect  valves ; 
but  in  the  smaller  species  it  is  somewhat  diffi- 
cult to  discover  them.  The  shell  represented 
in  the  engraving  is  called  Lepas  Tintinabulum ; 
the  last  word,  in  Latin,  means  a  little  bell;  a 
term  probably  used  on  account  of  the  shape  of 
the  shell.  It  is  sessile  ;  that  is,  it  has  no  little 
tube,  or  stem  under  it ;  in  Botany  we  say  a 
leaf  is  sessile,  when  it  grows  immediately  out 
of  the  main  body  of  the  plant,  without  any  little 
stems  running  up  to  support  it.  Those  species 
which  have  a  tube  to  support  them  are  called 
Peduncled. 

The  third  Genus  is  called  Pholas.  The  En- 
glish name  is  a  Pierce-stone,  or  Piddock.  The 
name  of  the  animal  is  Ascidia.  There  are 
twelve  Species.  The  one  drawn  in  the  en- 
graving is  called  Pholas  Candida.  It  is  a  very 
clear,  white,  and  beautiful  shell ;  and  therefore 
the  name  Candida,  which  in  Latin  means 
bright  and  pure,  is  applied  to  it.  It  has  two 
large,  inequilateral  valves,  gaping  and  beaked; 
17* 
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(that  is  growing  narrower  toward  the  point) 
and  smaller  and  differently  shaped  valves  at  the 
hinge.  The  hinge  is  recurjed,  and  furnish- 
ed with  a  tooth.  The  Pholas  hide  them- 
selves in  rocky  fragments  and  in  wood. — 
How  they  can  pierce  through  such  hard  sub- 
stances while  they  are  young  and  feeble  is  mat- 
ter of  surprise  ;  but  they  do  find  their  way 
even  into  the  hardest  rocks,  and  as  they  in- 
crease in  size,  they  increase  their  cells.  Very 
fine  specimens  are  found  in  chalk,  which  must 
be  a  pleasanter  home  for  them  than  rocks  and 

stones. 

X.Y.  Z, 


KEY    TO    CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  It  is  out  of  the  head. 

2.  There  is  a  difference.     (Because  there  is  one  more  a 
in  a  fish  alive,  than  in  a  live  fish.) 

3.  Because  it  is  not  new  Port.     (Newport.) 

4.  In  Hatton  Gardens.     (Because  they  always  keep  their 
hats  on.) 

5.  Because  he   is    the    Colossus  of  roads.     (Colossus  of 
Rhodes. 


ANSWER  TO  CHARADE,  Page  73. 

Andiron. 
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LETTER  TO  A  SISTER. 

On  looking  over  the  manuscripts  of  a  de- 
ceased friend,  familiar  letters  from  a  brother, 
who  was  teaching  a  school,  to  his  sister,  were 
found  ;  one  or  two  of  which,  it  was  thought, 
might  interest  and  amuse  the  readers  of  the 
Juvenile  Miscellany. 

E ,  Oct.  6, 

Dear  Sister, — The  wind  has  at  length 
brought  me  your  letter.  I  have  long  been  in 
expectation  of  a  word,  good  or  bad,  from  home; 
but  perhaps  without  much  reason.  You  can- 
not often  have  a  great  budget  of  neics  to  send 
me.  All  things  doubtless  go  on  after  the  old 
plan;  your  sun  and  moon,  I  suppose,  make  no 
new  faces,  but  march  their  round  with  ordina- 
ry phiz ;  and  the  former,  it  is  likely,  has  by 
this  time  passed  neighbor  P 's  in  his  re- 
treat toward  the  south ;  your  chimney  boards 
are  probably  condemned  to  the  garret,  and 
shovel  and  tongs,  &c.  dragged  clattering  from 
thence  into  the  heat  of  action  ;  your  "  transito- 
ry joys  "  crackle  with  wonted  fury  at  break- 
fast and  tea,  and  your;  family  troop  have 
changed  from  a  II  round  the  room,  to  an  Q 
round,  and,  in  extreme  weather,  across  the  fire. 
The  case  is  not  very  different  with  myself.     I 
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have  nestled  myself  easy,  and  am  fairly  seated 
in  my  chair  ;  the  scene  has  ceased  to  be  new, 
and  few  novelties  occur  to  furnish  topics  for 
your  entertainment.  I  span  my  way  daily  to 
school  and  often  return  at  night  with  brains  so 
disturbed  and  confounded,  that  I  get  beaten  at 
chess,  till  a  few  games  have  reduced  all  to  or- 
der and  composure.  I  fully  believe  the  story 
of  the  two  chess  players,  who  were  said  to  be 
exactly  matched;  they  alternately  rode  to  each 
other's  lodgings,  and  the  party  whose  turn  it 
was  to  ride,  was  uniformly  loser.  One  of  them, 
noticing  this,  contrived  to  leave  the  riding  to 
his  antagonist ;  and  thus  invariably  won  the 
game,  p  Jolting  in  a  carriage  over  pavements, 
was  sufficient  to  disarrange  the  thinking  ma- 
chinery and  turn  the  scale. 

#         *  *         *  # 

This  month  tosses  another  year  to  the  reck- 
oning of  your  age.  I  have  been  wading  in  life 
six  years  longer  than  you,  and  find^you  in  full 
chase  after  me,  and  apparently  gaining  upon  me 
at  every  step  ;  and  though  immeasurably  dis- 
tant when  I  was  at  ten,  yet  we  seem  gradually 
approximating,  and  shortly  there  will  appear 
little  difference  of  age. 
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Time  has  indeed  spurred  on  at  a  swinging 
rate,  and  we  live  through  a  score  of  real  years 
almost  as  rapidly  as  we  grind  imaginary  ones 
on  an  orrery.  Although  neither  grey  nor  mar- 
ried, still  we  find  circumstances  enough  to  re- 
mind us,  that  we  have  used  up  no  inconsidera- 
ble portion  of  "  three  score  and  ten ;" — for  ex- 
ample, the  distance  down  our  garden  seems 
shortened,  by  one  half;  hills  are  less  step  ; 
grown  people  appear  many  a  peg  lower,  in 
stature  and  in  wisdom,  than  formerly;  the 
pleasures  of  "  wish  you  a  happy  new  year," 
and  birth  day,  and  thanksgiving  time,  with  its 
array  of  turkey,  plum-pudding  and  pie  at  noon, 
and  something  splendid  at  night,  are  all  mis- 
erably faded — not  a  fig  worth,  in  comparison 
with  their  former  raciness.  Time  has  wrought 
this  change ;  apparently  in  things,  really  in 
ourselves.  u  The  good  peach  tree,"  the 
morning  dropping  plums,  which  we  were  una- 
ble to  reach,  or  shake  off,  and  were  forbidden 
to  knock  off;  the  raspberry  thicket,  and  cur- 
rant bushes  of  our  garden  ;  the  "cider  apples' 
on  the  hill,  sour  and  crabbed  enough  to  twist 
every  feature  into  frightful  caricature,  and  ruin 
forever  the  physiognomy  of  him  who  dared 
to  taste  the  noted  tree,  which  bore  pears  of 
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three  sorts  and  apples  to  boot ;  these  have  all 
vanished,  and  their  places  are  smooth  and  bare, 
as  though  they  had  never  been.  Perhaps  I 
have  been  transporting  you  back  an  unjustifia- 
ble distance  into  days  of  antiquity,  and  men- 
tioning things  which  you  cannot  possibly  re- 
member ;  but  you  doubtless  perceive,  that  we 
have  climbed  a  great  way ;  even  almost  to  the 
immense  height  of  twenty  or  thirty  years  ;  an 
age  at  which  we  formerly  imagined  we  should 
enjoy  so  much,  in  having  the  liberty  of  the  su- 
gar-barrel, and  pie-closet,  and  candy-skillet; 
although,  since  we  have  grown  tall  enough  to 
reach  into  the  first,  and  strong  enough  to  open 
the  second,  and  skillful  enough  to  stir  the  third, 
we  do  not  view  them  as  the  sole  aim  and  su- 
preme good  of  life. 

Farewell  for  the  present — from  your  affec- 
tionate brother, 

A.  T. 


The  puzzle  on  page  92  is  improperly  called  a  Charade ; 
it  should  have  been  called  an  Enigma.  Charades  are  al- 
ways in  one  peculiar  form  :  viz.  my  first  is  such  a  thing, 
my  second  is  such  a  thing,  &c.  The  answer  to  the  Enig- 
ma, page  92,  is  the  letter  e.  When  that  one  letter  is  sup- 
plied, the  sentence  will  read  j  Persevere  ye  perfect  mew, 
ever  keep  these  precepts. 
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"  Mother  has  given  us  two  dollars  a  piece  to 
spend  for  pretty  books,"  said  four  rosy  little 
children,  as  they  walked  hand  in  hand  down 
Washington  street ;  "  and  now  I  wonder  how 
we  shall  spend  it." 

"  I  shall  go  to  Munroe  and  Francis,  to  buy 
'  The  Pearl,'  "  said  Mary,  a  tall,  pretty  girl  ot 
fourteen ;  "  for  it  has  eight  beautiful  engrav- 
ings in  it,  and  a  great  many  pretty  stories.  I 
saw  it  yesterday,  and  should  have  bought  it, 
if  I  had  money  enough  with  me ;  for  do  you 
'  know  there  is  the  sweetest  picture  in  it  you 


ever  saw." 


"  What  is  it  1  What  is  it  about  ?"  asked  all 
the  children  at  once. 

"  It  is  the  Pilot's  Children,"  answered  Ma- 
ry;  "  they  all  stand  on  the  sea-shore,  watching 
their  father's  boat,  tossed  about  by  the  storm  ; 
and  the  faces  are  so  anxious  and  expressive, 
that  I  dreamed  about  them." 

u  And  is  there  any  pretty  reading?"  asked 
Lucy. 

"Oh,  yes,  some  very  interesting  stories. 
The  lady  that  signs  L.  H.  S.  in  the  Miscella- 
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nyhas  written   a  very  pretty  piece  of  poetry 
about  the  flowers  dressing  up  for  the  prize." 

"Which  of  them  got  it?"  asked  Lucy,  a 
little  damsel  who  thought  rather  too  much 
about  her  pretty  dress. 

ie  Which  do  you  guess  ?"  asked  her  sister. 

"  I  guess  it  was  the  Rose-bud  ;"  replied  Lu- 
cy- 

fi  I  guess  it  was  the  Lily,"  said  Alfred. 

"  And  I  guess  it  was  the  Lily  of  the  Val- 
ley," said  Jane. 

"  Jane  is  the  nearest  right,"  said  the  older 
sister  ;  "  for  the  little  blue  Violet,  that  did  not 
dress  up  at  all  for  the  party,  gained  the  prize, 
because  she  was  so  modest.  Mrs.  Wells,  who 
has  written  so  many  beautiful  little  pieces  in 
the  Miscellany,  signed  A.  M.  W.  has  written 
the  "  Sister's  Lullaby  ;"  and  I  am  sure  Jane 
will  want  to  learn  it  as  soon  as  she  hears  it. 
Then  there  are  some  pieces  written  by  the 
lady  who  wrote  the  Mirror  last  year." 

e*  Oh,  that  Mirror  was  a  proper  pretty  book," 
exclaimed  Alfred :  "  what  a  capital  story  that 
is  about  the  old  woman  who  was  caught  out  in 
a  snow-storm,  and  dilly-dallied  about  till  her 
poor  children  were  frozen  at  home.  I  shall 
read  all  the  stories  that  lady  writes." 
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"  After  all,  I  think  I  shall  like  the  Juvenile 
Keepsake  better  than  the  Pearl,"  said  Lucy. 
"  I  have  seen  some  of  the  pictures  and  some  of 
the  proof-sheets  at  Aunt  Maria's  ;  and  I  shall 
save  my  money  till  that  is  published  by  Car- 
ter and  Hendee." 

"  I  know  what  is  the  reason  Lucy  means  to 
buy  the  Keepsake,"  said  the  roguish  Alfred  ; 
"  it  is  because  there  is  a  picture  of  a  Coquette 
in  it,  dressed  up  so  pretty,  with  her  lap  full  of 
flowers." 

"No,  that  is  not  the  reason,"  replied  Lucy 
half  ashamed  and  half  vexed  at  Alfred  ;  for  all 
the  children  called  Lucy  the  little  Coquette. 
"  There  is  a  picture  in  it  I  like  much  better 
than  the  Coquette  ;  it  is  the  picture  of  a  whole 
parcel  of  children  eating  their  supper  by  a  cot- 
tage door.  I  am  sure  the  picture  of  the  Pilot's 
Children,  in  the  Pearl,  cannot  be  prettier  than 
that  cottage  door.  Besides,  it  is  Mr.  Green- 
wood's book ;  and  Mr.  Greenwood  is  my  minis- 
ter ;  and  so  I  am  sure  I  shall  like  the  Keepsake. 
Then  who  ever  read  apiece  of  poetry  so  pretty 
as  "  The  Child's  Wish,"  by  the  lady  who  signs 
C.  G.  in  the  Miscellany." 

"I  can  tell  you  of  a  piece  I  like  better," 
said  Alfred;  Ci  and  that  is  the  boy  with  a  Torn 
18 
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Hat ;  if  you  buy  the  Keepsake,  I  mean  to  learn 
that  piece  by  heart." 

ie  But  what  book  will  you  buy,  yourself,  Al- 
fred ?"  asked  Mary;  "T  suppose  you  will  buy 
something  useful ;  for  father  says  you  are  a  fa- 
mous little  philosopher." 

"I  am  going  to  buy  a  little  arithmetic  for 
Henry." 

"  An  arithmetic  for  Henry  !  why  he  is  not 
old  enough,"  said  Jane. 

u  When  we  get  to  the  bookseller's,  I  will 
show  you  an  arithmetic  that  even  a  baby  might 
learn,"  said  Alfred. 

So  saying  he  led  the  way  to  Lincoln  and 
Edmands'  store,  and  asked  for  the  6t  North 
American  Arithmetic." 

"  See,  here  are  three  boys  standing  up  to  re- 
cite, and  there  are  more  coming.  That  is  in 
Addition.     How  many  boys  are  there  ? 


Here  is  one  tree  standing  up,  and  one  fallen 
down ; 
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and  two  chairs  standing  up,  and  one  fallen  down; 


and  five  boys  who  have  come  up  to  recite, 
and  two  are  going  away  crying ;  that  is  in 
Subtraction.  When  those  two  boys  are  gone, 
how  many  will  there  be  ? 


Then  in  multiplication,  there  are  two  boys 
holding  up  their  hands, 


and  three  rabbits  with  two  ears  apiece. 


How  many  hands  and  ears  are  there  ? 
When  the  little  children  have  looked  at  these 
pictures  till  they  get  in  the  habit  of  reckoning, 
they  are  taught  by  straight  marks ;  and  when 
they  get  to  be  very  smart  arithmeticians,  they 
can  do  sums  in  their  own  heads,  merely  by 
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questions.  I  wish  I  was  a  schoolmaster,  that 
I  might  teach  out  of  that  little  book  ;  for  of  all 
the  arithmetics  I  ever  saw,  this  is  the  best." 

"  I  have  found  a  pretty  book  too,"  said  Jane; 
"  and  I  will  buy  it  for  Henry.  It  is  "  Peter 
Parley's  little  Geography  ;"  and  I  love  all  the 
Peter  Parley  books.  I  can  shew  you  some 
pictures  too.  See,  here  is  a  Swiss  girl  feeding 
her  chickens ;  let  me  read  what  the  book  says 
about  it. 


"Switzerland  lies  among  the  Alps.  It  is  a 
mountainous  and  wild  country,  but  the  people 
are  very  interesting.  They  are  simple,  honest, 
and  happy.     It  is  delightful  to  travel  among  the 
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mountains  of  Switzerland.  Their  tops  are 
ever  covered  with  snow.  The  deep  vallies  are 
green  and  beautiful.  The  inhabitants  are  kind 
and  hospitable  to  strangers." 

ere  is  a  Norwegian  fighting  a  bear. 


"  Norway  is  a  very  cold  and  mountainous 
country,  and  the  people  live  principally  by 
hunting  and  fishing.  Bears  are,  very  numerous 
in  Norway." 

"  I  am  glad  I  don't  live  in  Norway." 
And  here  are  some  pictures  which  show  you 
how  very  different  people  dress  and   appear  in 
different  countries. 


18^ 
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One  of  these  pictures   represents  people  of 
Europe,  and  one  represents  people  of  Asia. 


I  will  buy  this  pretty  geography  and  you  shall 
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buy  the  Arithmetic,  Mary  will  buy  the  Pearl, 
and  Lucy  will  buy  the  Keepsake  ;  and  we  will 
lend  our  books  to  each  other  ;  and  how  pleas- 
ant that  will  be. 
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In  Proverbs,  xvn,  19,  we  are  told  that  "  he 
who  exalteth  his  gate  seeketh  destruction." 
A  pretty  good  explanation  of  this  may  be  found 
in  the  remarks  of  an  English  traveller,  who  not 
many  years  ago,  spent  a  long  time  in  Persia. 
He  tells  us,  that  the  entrances  to  the  houses  from 
the  street,  are  generally  mean  and  low.  A 
poor  man's  door  is  scarcely  three  feet  in  height ; 
and  this  is  a  measure  of  caution  in  order  to 
hinder  the  servants  of  the  great  from  entering 
it  on  horseback,  which  they  would  not  hesitate 
to  do,  if  any  act  of  oppression  were  going  on. 
But  the  habitation  of  a  man  in  power  is  knowR 
by  his  gate,  which  is  generally  elevated  in  pro- 
portion to  the  vanity  of  the  owner.  A  lofty 
gate  is  one  of  the  marks  of  royalty ;  such  is 
what  is  called  the  Bab  Horn  ay  an,  or  the  Sub- 
lime •  Porte,   at   Constantinople.     This   must 
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have  been  the  same  in   ancient   days.     The 
gates  of  Jerusalem,  Zion,  &c,  are  often  men- 
tioned in  Scripture,  with  the  same  notion  of 
grandeur  annexed  to  them.     Such  an  ornament 
to  a  dwelling  so  much  attracts  the  public  eye, 
that  it  is  carefully  avoided  by  those,  who  are 
afraid  to  b^  accounted  rich  lest   their   wealth 
should  be  an  object  of  plunder  to  their  govern- 
ed.    The  merchants  of  Jopaham,  for  instance, 
some  of  whom  are  very  rich,  have  purposely, 
mean  entrances  to  their  houses,  whilst  the  in- 
terior is  ornamented  with  every  kind  of  luxury. 
In  Turkey,  indeed,  the  vanity  of  some  people 
is  such,  that  when  the  building  itself  is  a  small 
one,  they  will  build  a  gate  to  it  large  enough 
for  a  palace  ;  but  they  generally  finish  by  pay- 
ing dear  for  their  ostentation,  and  make  good 
the  remark  of  the  wise  king  quoted  above. 

In  Daniel,  v.  29,  it  is  said  "they  clothed 
Daniel  with  scarlet."  This  was  intended  as  a 
mark  of  unusual  honor.  We  are  told,  that 
among  the  Eastern  natives,  when  one  came 
out  from  the  presence  of  a  superior  in  a  gar- 
ment different  from  that  in  which  he  went  in, 
he  was  considered  as  having  been  honored  and 
promoted  by   the  change  of  dress.     An  old 
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traveller  relates,  that  in  Persia  and  the  Indies, 
they  not  only  give  a  vestment,  but  a  complete 
suit  of  clothes,  when  they  would  do  a  person 
more  honor  than  common.  These  badges  of 
distinction  are  given  only  by  superiors  to  infe- 
riors. Kings  give  them  to  ambassadors,  resi- 
dents, and  envoys  ;  and  send  them  to  princes 
who  are  tributary  and  pay  them  homage. 
These  vestments  always  correspond  to  the  rank 
of  those,  on  whom  they  are  bestowed,  differing 
according  to  the  station  and  dignity  of  the 
great  men  who  receive  them,  not  only  in  qual- 
ity, but  in  the  number  given  ;  so  that  ambas- 
sadors have  been  known  to  receive  twenty-five 
or  thirty  of  them  for  themselves  and  attend- 
ants. The  kings  of  Persia  have  great  ward- 
robes, where  there  are  always  many  hundreds 
of  these  habits,  designed  for  presents,  as  tokens 
of  honor,  arranged  and  sorted  ;  and  more  than 
forty  tailors  are  constantly  employed  in  these 
establishments.  In  the  year  1675,  the  king  of 
Persia,  having  permitted  the  young  prince  of 
Iberia  to  return  to  the  court,  sent  one  of  his 
officers  to  attend  upon  him  and  to  defray  his 
expences,  with  a  very  rich  present,  in  which 
among  other  things  were  five  complete  suits  of 
clothes.     These  facts  show,  that  the  mode  of 
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conferring  a  mark  of  honor,  which  was  used 
in  Daniel's  case,  has  recently,  as  well  as  in 
ancient  times,  prevailed  in  the  East  in  a  great 
degree. 

Deuteronomy ,  xxv.  4.  "  Thou  shalt  not 
muzzle  the  ox,  when  he  treadeth  out  the  corn." 
This  refers  to  a  mode  of  threshing  grain  very 
different  from  any  which  prevails  among  us. 
The  word  corn  is  used,  not  in  the  limited 
meaning  attached  to  it  by  us,  but  as  a  general 
name  for  various  kinds  of  grains,  each  of  which 
is  designated  by  prefixing  another  word,  as 
barley-corn^  wheat-corn,  8fc.  In  ancient  times, 
oxen  were  used  to  beat  out  the  corn  by  tramp- 
ling upon  the  sheaves,  and  dragging  after  them 
a  clumsy  machine.  And  in  modern  times,  the 
Arabians  and  other  Eastern  nations  perform 
this  operation  in  a  similar  manner.  A  farmer 
chooses  out  a  level  spot  in  his  fields,  and  has 
his  grain  carried  thither  in  sheaves  upon  asses 
or  dromedaries.  Two  oxen  are  then  yoked  in 
a  sledge,  a  driver  gets  upon  it,  and  drives  them 
backwards  and  forwards  upon  the  sheaves. 
By  this  process,  the  chaff  is  very  much  cut 
down  ;  the  whole  is  then  winnowed,  and  the 
pure  grayi  thus  separated.     Sometimes  horses 
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and  mules  are  used  instead  of  oxen  in  this 
business.  It  is  easy  to  see,  that  this  mode  of 
threshing  must  be  very  tedious  and  inconveni- 
ent, and  must  injure  the  quality  of  the  grain. 
The  ancient  poet  Homer  has  described  this 
practice,  as  it  existed  in  his  time  : 

As  with  autumnal  harvests  covered  o'er, 
And  thick  bestrewn  lies  Ceres'  sacred  floor, 
When  round,  and  round,  with  never-weary'd  pain, 
The  trampling  steers  beat  out  th'  unnumbered  grain. 


A  FAMILY  SCENE. 

"I  know  what  that  shout  means  among  the 
children,"  said  Miss  Amy;  "the  Miscellany  has 
come." 

So  I  ran  down  stairs  and  saw  Papa  with  the 
book  in  his  hand,  stooping  down  to  Mary,  who 
was  stretching  up  her  neck,  and  Emily,  who 
was  standing  tip-toe  to  get  a  look  at  it ;  while 
little  black  Dinah  showed  her  white  teeth  for 
joy.  Fortunately,  there  were  two  numbers, 
and  as  soon  as  they  had  been  ex-am-in-ed  by 
the  elder  members  of  the  family,  Mary  took 
one  copy,  and  Emily  the  other.  I  soojj,  heard 
dear  little  Emily  spelling  Ju-ve-Hne.     Then  I 
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begged  Mary  to  find  Emily  an  easy  place  to 
read  ;  and  Mary  was  good-na-tur-ed  enough  to 
stop  in  the  midst  of  a  pretty  story,  and  show 
her  the  "  Sailor's  Dog."  Then  little  Emily 
looked  very  earnest,  and  spelt  almost  a  page, 
until  the  bell  rang  for  eight  o'clock.  I  told 
Emily  to  go  to  bed,  and  she  looked  quite  sorry 
and  said, 

c(  Oh  mother,  I  have  only  read  to  sau-cy." 

Well,  Emily,  said  I,  put  in  this  piece  of  pa- 
per for  a  mark,  and  I  will  place  the  book  by 
your  bed-side,  and  you  shall  see  it,  when  you 
wake  to-morrow. 

11  But,  mother,"  said  Emily,  "  the  mark  will 
not  stay  on  l  saucy,'  and  what  shall  I  do  to  find 
it  to-morrow  ?" 

I  told  her  to  look  at  it  a  little  while,  and  she 
would  remember  it. 

So  Emily  smiled  and  kissed  me,  and  bade  me 
good  night,  and  went  up  stairs  to  bed.  I 
thanked  God  that  Mary  was  kind  to  her  sister 
and  that  Emily  o-bey-ed  me. 

Charleston 3  S.  C.  c.  g. 


Note.  The  first  plate  in  Conchology  is  repeated  on  ac- 
count of  a  mistake  of  the  engraver,  in  placing  the  letters 
wrong,  in  the  previous  number.  On  page  49,  last  No.  read 
sutures,  instead  of  saturus. 
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FERDINAND  AND  ZOE. 

In  Chiloe,  a  large  and  beautiful  island  on 
the  western  coast  of  South  America,  lived  Fer- 
dinand and  Zoe,  the  children  of  a  wealthy 
Spaniard.  These  children  were  healthy  and 
happy  ;  not  because  they  were  rich  ;  but  because 
they  were  very  fond  of  taking  long  walks  in 
the  woods,  and  because  their  father  had  taught 
them  to  observe  very  closely  the  wonders  of 
nature.  The  monkeys  and  the  little  birds  be- 
came so  accustomed  to  them,  that  they  would 
not  run  away  when  they  saw  them  coming  ; 
for  these  good  Spanish  children  were  never 
known  to  harm  any  living  thing.  Ferdinand 
was  all  kindness  to  his  sister ;  he  would  lift 
her  tenderly  over  the  rocks ;  and  when  her 
19 
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feet  were  hot  and  dusty,  he  would  wash  them 
in  the  stream,  and  wipe  them  carefully,  with 
nice,  soft  moss.  Many  a  happy  ramble  did 
they  have  in  that  sweet  island  ;  sometimes 
with  their  father,  sometimes  with  their  moth- 
er, and  sometimes  alone.  Once  they  saw  the 
Motacilla  Sutoria  making  its  nest ;  and  they 
sat  very  still  and  watched  it  for  hours,  without 
making  the  least  noise.  We  call  it  the 
Taylor  Bird,  because  it  sews  up  a  large  leaf, 
like  a  pouch,  and  in  it  builds  its  nest.  With  a 
piece  of  long,  dry,  strong  grass,  it  works  away 
with  its  little  bill  as  neatly  and  as  fast  as  Zoe? 
herself,  could  have  done  with  needle  and 
thread. 

Ferdinand  was  too  good  a  boy  to  steal  the 
nest  which  the  ingenious  bird  had  made  with 
so  much  labor ;  and  he  took  abundance  of 
comfort  in  watching  the  little  birds  pop  their 
heads  out  of  their  leafy  cradle,  and  open  their 
bills  for  food.  But  the  monkeys  caused  the 
children  more  amusement  than  any  thing  else, 
they  were  so  full  of  mischief  and  fun  ;  chatter- 
ing, and  jumping,  and  throwing  nuts  at  each 
other,  as  if  they  were  crazy  things.  But  the 
greatest  curiosity  was  to  see  these  creatures 
cross   a   stream ;  for  they  cannot  swim,   and 
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they  have  a  great  dread  of  water.  When  they 
are  obliged  to  cross  a  river  for  food,  or  to  see 
more  of  the  world,  they  collect  together  on  the 
margin  of  the  stream,  and  hold  consultation. 
I  do  not  mean  that  they  speak  ;  but  they  puck- 
er up  their  odd-looking  faces  into  all  manner 
of  forms,  and  shake  their  paws  ;  and  are  very 
evidently  making  a  great  ado  about  something. 
The  way  they  manage  to  cross  water  is  as  fol- 
lows :  after  they  have  ended  their  consultation 
one  fastens  himself  as  firmly  as  possible  to  the 
bough  of  a  tree  ;  he  holds  the  next  one  fast  by 
the  tail ;  this  one,  in  his  turn,  holds  the  next 
firmly  by  the  tail ;  and  so  on  till  they  form  a 
Jong  string.  The  wider  the  river  is,  the  long- 
er is  the  string  of  monkeys  ;  for  these  shrewd 
creatures  can  calculate  distances  extremely 
welL  When  the  line  is  all  in  readiness,  they 
begin  to  swing  to  and  fro,  just  as  you  would 
move  a  sling,  in  order  to  throw  a  stone  from  it. 
This  they  do  that  the  force  of  the  motion  may 
enable  the  last  monkey  in  the  chain  to  reach 
the  opposite  bank.  This  he  generally  suc- 
ceeds in  doing ;  and  he  then  scrambles  up 
and  drags  the  whole  line  of  his  companions 
through  the  water  upon  dry  land  ;  but  some- 
times he  fails  in  his  attempt,  and  then  they  all 
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perish  together.  The  Jast  one  who  is  fastened 
upon  the  tree,  is  almost  always  drowned  ;  for 
the  violent  shock,  which  the  others  make  in 
landing,  palls  him  off  the  tree  ;  and  he  has  but 
one  paw  at  liberty ;  and  no  monkey  behind 
him,  to  support  him.  It  is  generally  thought 
that  the  long  consultation  they  hold  on  these 
occasions,  and  the  angry  grimaces  they  make 
is  in  order  to  decide  on  what  monkey  this  un- 
lucky lot  shall  fall.* 

But  the  most  amusing  dumb  companion 
which  they,  or  any  other  children  ever  had, 
was  their  own  dog  Neptune.  They  called  him 
Neptune,  because  he  could  swim  as  well  as 
any  sailor.  This  dog  had  a  most  uncommon 
degree  of  intelligence;  nothing  but  the  power 
of  speech  seemed  wanting  to  make  him  equal 
to  a  man.  If  Zoe  told  him  to  go  and  gather 
moss  for  her,  and  shewed  him  the  kind  she 
wanted,  he  would  take  her  basket  in  his  mouth, 
and  never  return  it  till  he  had  filled  it  with  just 
what  she  wished  for.  Sometimes  Ferdinand 
sent  him  down  to  the  beach  for  shells ;  and  he 
was  always  sure  to  bring  such  as  he  had  heard 
his   young  master  admire  most.      Ferdinand 


*  I  have  never  seen  this  account  in  any  Natural  Histo- 
ry, but  I  heard  it  from  a  respectable  Spaniard,  who  said  he 
had  witnessed  the  fact. 
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thought  he  was  such  a  wonderful  creature,  that 
he  insisted  upon  it,  he  could  understand  anec- 
dotes about  other  dogs,  when  he  heard  them 
read ;  and  that  his  countenance  expressed 
great  contempt,  when  he  heard  about  the  dog 
that  went  into  a  strange  kitchen,  upon  the  in- 
vitation of  another  dog,  and  having  feasted  up- 
on the  meats  and  gravies,  received  a  sound 
beating  from  the  cook.  I  do  not  know  whether 
Neptune  understood  reading,  or  not ;  but  certain 
I  am,  he  understood  what  people  were  talking 
about ;  for  if  they  said  any  thing  in  praise  of 
him,  he  would  look  up  as  proud  and  happy,  as 
a  boy  that  comes  home  from  school  with  three 
medals  round  his  neck. 

Sometimes  Ferdinand's  father  sent  this  sa- 
gacious dog  to  market,  with  money  tied  up  in 
a  handkerchief;  if  he  were  told  to  purchase 
fish,  he  would  go  to  the  fishermen  ;  if  told  to 
buy  meat,  he  would  go  to  the  butchers.  He 
would  watch  the  scales  very  cautiously,  and  if 
they  did  not  give  him  the  weight  his  master 
sent  for,  he  would  snap,  and  growl,  and  final- 
ly bite  those  who  attempted  to  cheat  him.  Be- 
ing a  formidable  dog  in  strength,  the  market- 
men  were  always  glad  to  do  him  justice,  and 
let  him  run. 

Now  should  you  not  think  that  Ferdinand 
19* 
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and  Zoe  were  very  happy  children — with  such 
love  for  their  parents,  and  such  love  for  each 
other,  and  such  love  for  every  thing  that  lived 
and  grew  under  the  sun  ?  Yes,  they  were  un- 
commonly happy  ;  but  they  met  with  a  sorrow- 
ful change.  All  South  America  was  full  of  the 
din  of  war.  One  party  wanted  to  remain  un- 
der the  government  of  the  king  of  Old  Spain  ; 
and  another  party  wanted  to  establish  a  new 
republican  government  of  their  own.  These 
two  parties  fought  dreadfully  with  each  other  ; 
sometimes  one  gained  the  victory.,  and  some- 
times another.  For  years.  South  America  has 
been  one  wide  scene  of  confusion  and  blood- 
shed. Ferdinand's  father  was  a  royalist ;  he 
liked  the  old  government  better  than  a  new 
one  ;  and  those  who  thought  differently,  hated 
him  for  his  opinions.  They  suspected  him  of 
writing  secret  letters  against  them  :  and  one 
nio-ht  when  the  children  were  sound  asleep, 
and  all  was  still  in  that  beautiful  island,  a  de- 
tachment of  the  republican  army  landed,  and 
some  of  them  proceeded  to  his  house  with  the 
intention  of  murdering  him.  Neptune's  quick 
ears  heard  a  sound,  which  he  thought  was  not 
proper  at  that  time  of  night,  and  he  gave  a  loud, 
warning   growl.       It   was  a   peculiar   gound, 
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which  he  never  was  known  to  use  except  in 
time  of  danger  ;  and  it  alarmed  the  family. 
Some  resistance  was  made  ;  but  finding  the 
number  of  republicans  too  great  for  them,  and 
that  they  had  actually  burst  into  the  house, 
they  immediately  began  to  effect  their  escape. 
Ferdinand's  mother  was  stabbed  near  the  door 
of  her  own  chamber.  Her  husband  knocked 
down  the  man  and  killed  him,  and  finding  his 
wife  entirely  dead,  he  caught  the  body  in  his 
arms,  and  rushed  out  into  the  wood.  The 
children,  keeping  sight  of  their  father,  follow- 
ed. They  all  of  them  knew  of  a  deep  and  se- 
cret cave,  and  thither  they  bent  their  steps. 
Luckily  the  soldiers  did  not  trace  them ;  and 
there  the  husband  and  children  remained 
mourning  over  their  dear  lost  friend,  the  whole 
of  the  next  day.  At  night,  the  Spaniard  and 
his  dog  departed,  leaving  the  brother  and  sis- 
ter to  protect  and  comfort  each  other  as  well  as 
they  could, in  that  lonesome  place,  without  light 
or  food.  The  Spaniard  had  seen  a  vessel  at 
a  distance  the  day  before,  and  he  had  no  doubt 
it  was  a  Spanish  vessel  about  to  stop  at  that 
island  for  provisions.  The  idea  of  writing  a 
letter  describing  their  situation,  and  asking  to 
have  a  boat  sent  on  shore  for  them,  a  mile  or 
two  below,  occurred  to  him  ;  and  he  imtnedi- 
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ately  wrote,  as  well  as  he  could,  with  the  juice 
of  some  berries,  that  grew  near  the  mouth  of 
the  cave.  In  this  letter  he  gave  notice  of  the 
landing  of  the  republicans,  advised  the  vessel, 
if  Spanish,  to  keep  at  a  distance,  but  begged 
of  them  to  send  a  boat  and  take  them  off  from 
the  island.  After  walking  eight  or  ten  miles 
along  the  sea-coast,  in  the  direction  in  which 
he  had  seen  the  vessel,  he  discovered  the  ob- 
ject of  his  search  by  the  faint  light  of  the 
moon  ;  and  though  he  was  by  no  means  cer- 
tain it  was  in  Royalist  service,  yet  his  danger 
was  so  great,  that  he  felt  obliged  to  run  the 
risk  of  betraying  himself  into  the  hands  of  en- 
emies. Giving  the  letter  to  Neptune,  he  or- 
dered him  to  swim  with  it  to  the  vessel,  and 
bring  back  an  answer.  The  faithful  dog  seem- 
ed fully  to  understand  the  importance  of  his 
errand.  He  swam  as  if  life  depended  on  his 
exertions  ;  all  the  while  holding  the  letter  in 
his  mouth,  and  keeping  it  above  water. 

To  the  impatient  father,  it  seemed  an  age 
before  he  returned  ;  but  he  did  return  with 
good  news  in  his  mouth.  The  people  on  board 
the  ship  were  friends,  and  they  promised  to 
send  a  boat  to  the  place  directed.  The  anx- 
ious father  did  not  understand  all  this,  till  he 
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had  returned  to  the  cave,  and  the  day  light 
gave  him  a  chance  to  read  the  answer  to  his 
letter. 

On  the  evening  of  this  day  the  boat  was  to 
come  up  to  a  certain  cove,  as  soon  as  the  dark- 
ness would  permit,  and  take  them  away  from 
their  dangerous  residence.  But  the  rashness 
of  the  Spaniard  had  well  nigh  cost  him  his  life, 
before  his  friends  could  come  to  his  assistance  ; 
for  just  before  the  evening  set  in,  he  ventured 
to  walk  toward  his  late  residence,  in  the  hope 
of  recovering  some  valuable  jewels  that  belong- 
ed to  his  wife.  A  straggling  party  of  republi- 
cans discovered  and  pursued  him.  He  jump- 
ed into  the  water,  in  order  to  escape ;  and 
Neptune  fully  understanding  his  master's  dan- 
ger, jumped  in  after  him.  The  instinct  of  the 
dog  led  him  to  think  of  a  trick,  which  saved 
the  Spaniard's  life.  He  seized  his  hat,  and 
carried  it  in  his  teeth  in  an  opposite  direction 
from  that  in  which  his  master  was  swimming. 
The  republicans,  deceived  by  this,  shot  at  the 
dog,  and  the  man  escaped.  As  good  luck 
would  have  it,  the  dog  escaped,  likewise;  and 
when  the  pursuit  was  over,  he  shewed  himself 
on  board  the  ship,  wet  and  weary;  but  unin- 
jured. 
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The  poor  children  all  this  time  were  almost 
distracted  with  fear  and  hunger ;  hearing 
nothing  from  their  father  and  the  dog,  they 
thought  every  body  had  forsaken  them;  and 
they  did  not  dare  to  stir,  or  make  a  noise,  lest 
they  should  be  murdered.  But  their  faithful 
friends  had  not  forgotten  them.  At  midnight, 
their  father  and  Neptune  appeared,  and  cau- 
tiously made  preparation  for  conveying  them 
to  the  boat  which  lay  a  short  distance  below. 
They  arrived  in  safety,  with  nothing  to  regret 
but  their  dear  mother,  who  lay  buried  in  the 
cave.  When  they  reached  Spain,  they  at  first 
intended  to  live  in  Seville,  where  the  family 
possessed  large  estates ;  but  Ferdinand  and 
Zoe  begged  so  hard  to  live  where  they  could 
go  into  the  green  woods  and  fields,  that  their 
father  has  purchased  a  beautiful  villa  at  the 
foot  of  a  hill,  all  covered  with  grape-vines  ; 
and  there  these  good  children  live  almost  as 
happily  as  in  the  Island  of  Chiloe. 


ANSWER  TO  CHARADE.     Page  145. 
Miss-take. 
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WILLY. 

'Tis  just  as  clear  as  stars  by  night 

Our  Willy  is  a  roguish  wight  ! 

At  times,  all  innocence  untaught 

He  seems; — and  then,  such  gleams  of  thought 

Come  breaking  forth,  as  if  hft  knew 

His  power,  and  how  to  use  it,  too. 

His  spirit  is  a  lark  that  sings 

And  soars,  with  never-tiring  wings  : 

And  when  he  shakes  his  locks  of  gold, 

And  smiles,  'twould  make  a  heart  as  cold 

As  winter,  warm  again  to  see 

The  beauty  of  his  childish  glee. 

Ho,  ho,  what  now  thou  saucy  elf  1 
Where  has  the  urchin  hid  himself? — - 
The  white  snow  lies  on  every  side  : 
A  bird  could  scarce  find  where  to  hide. 
That  bank  Z — 'tis  nearly  two  feet  deep — 
But  hands  and  knees  were  made  to  creep  : — 
Yes,  he  is  there — and  with  a  shout, 
Now  from  his  hiding-place  peeps  out. 
The  sober  hills,  that  catch  the  sound, 
Straight  to  the  noisy  laugh  rebound  : — 
Away  he  scampers  down  the  glen  ; 
And  now — is  at  my  side  again. 

His  cap — the  cap  his  mother  made,. 

Warm  ears  to  guard,  bright  eyes  to  shade — 

His  tartan  cap,  of  brilliant  hue, 

Rich  green,  and  scarlet,  striped  with  blue, — 

'Tis  gone- the  nipping  winter  air 

Is  all  among  his  glittering  hair. 

"  The  truth  now — Did'st  not  throw  it  by  V 

I  see  'tis  so — thou  didst — and  why  1" 
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The  silken  lash  is  gemmed  with  tears  : 
The  radiant  smile  but  half  appears. 
" — I  threw  my  cap  away  because — " 
The  culprit  makes  a  dubious  pause— 
"  Because — because — the  hill  of  snow, 
Where  I  was  hiding,  told  me  to." 
Windsor.  k  a.  m.  w. 
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"  Come,  Come"  said  Henry  Campbell  to  his 
sister,  "  there  is  a  fine   slide  on  the  Piazza.'* 

"  Slide  on  the  Piazza  !  how  came  ice  there, 
Henry  ?" 

Oh  it  rained  and  snowed  all  night,  and  the 
wind  blew  it,  I  suppose  over  the  floor  ;  and  'tis 
as  glib  as  glass ;  so  come,  before  we  go  to 
school,  let's  have  a  real  slide." 

They  ran  to  the  Piazza ;  and  as  Henry  was 
first  there,  he  got  the  best  and  longest  slide. 

"  Oh  that's  not  fair,"  said  Laura,  "my  slide 
is  full  of  ridges." 

<c  Yes,  Laura  ;  but  I  came  first." 

"  Well  you  might  be  generous  enough  to 
take  turns,  if  you  can't  be  polite.  Mother 
says  boys  ought  always  to  give  the  best  places 
to  the  girls." 
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"  I  know  mother  says  so  ;  but  tis  something 
I  have'nt  learnt,  yet,"  said  Henry,  laughing, 
"  I  like  myself  mighty  well ;  and  to  tell  the 
truth,  Laura,  I  think  boys  have  just  as  good  a 
right  to  the  best  places,  as  girls.  But  now  I 
have  slid  a  little  while,  I  will  let  you  try  it ; 
for  you  seem  to  be  slipping  and  hobbling  terri- 
bly over  your  part." 

Laura  ran  to  the  ^ther  side,  and  in  her  ea- 
gerness to  go  the  whole  length  of  the  slide, 
would  have  gone  quite  off  the  Piazza,  but  for 
a  little  boy,  who  had  been  sitting,  unperceived 
by  the  children,  behind  one  of  the  columns. 
He  spread  out  his  arms,  saying  "  you'll  fall, 
Miss  ;  'tis  all  ice  here."  She  came  so  violent- 
ly against  him,as  almost  to  throw  him  from  the 
steps ;  and  retreating  a  little,  fell  herself;  but 
she  was  not  hurt ;  and  jumped  up,  exclaiming, 
"  Why  did'nt  you  tell  me,  Henry,  'twas  all  ice, 
quite  to  the  steps?" 

tc  What  are  your  eyes  for,  Laura  ?  But  where 
did  that  boy  come  from  ?  Out  of  the  frozen 
ground  ?     And  where  is  he,  now?" 

He  had  sunk  down  again  behind  the  pillar  ; 
they  went  to  the  front  of  the  Piazza,  and  saw 
him  seated  on  the  steps,  bending  and   crouch- 
ing over,  apparently  to  screen  himself  from  the 
20 
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cold.  He  looked  up  to  the  children  ;  his  full, 
dark,  bright  eyes  formed  a  striking  contrast  to 
his  pale  cheek  ;  his  tattered  hat,  through  the 
large  openings  of  which  his  curling  locks  were 
visible,  was  merely  a  shade  for  his  eyes.  He  was 
dressed  in  a  suit  of  summer  clothes,  over  which 
he  had  the  remains  of  a  great  coat ;  or  rather 
the  cape  and  collar  of  what  had  been  once,  an 
over  coat  of  dark  cloth  ;  part  of  the  sleeves  re- 
mained, and  some  strips  hung  on  his  back  ;  but 
his  whole  appearance  betokened  extreme  pov- 
erty. 'Twas  a  cold  morning  in  January,  and 
his  bare  legs  were  blue  as  the  sky.  Laura 
looked  with  pity  on  the  little  suffering  boy,  and 
said  kindly  to  him,  "  are  you  not  very  cold  I 
What's  your  name  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  very  cold  and  hungry,  Miss. 
My  name  is  Willy  MacVinny  ;  and  I  live  by 
the  colleck." 

Mrs.  Campbell  called  her  daughter  at  thai 
moment ;  and,  Henry  asked  him  where  he  came 
from. 

"  Ireland,"  was  the  reply. 
tl  Oh,  you  are   an  Irish  vagabond;  you  had 
better  run  off,"  said  Henry,  with  an  air  of  con- 
sequence ;  "  for  my  father  don't  like  the  Irish, 
at  all." 
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The  little  boy's  heart  seemed  full ;  but  he 
only  said  as  he  walked  away,  "  I  am  no  vaga- 
bond ;  but  a  poor  Irish  boy  seeking  work,  or 
food." 

Henry  went  on  sliding  ;  but  his  heart  re- 
proached him  for  his  unkindness  to  the  little 
beggar.  He  felt,  as  many  little  boys  do,  at 
times,  a  desire  to  appear  important ;  and  when 
Laura  came  back,  with  a  plate  full  of  good 
food  for  the  suffering  boy,  he  wished  he  had 
not  turned  him  away  so  rudely.  He  looked 
up  and  down  the  street,  and  would,  without 
doubt,  have  run  after  him,  if  he  had  been  in 
sight ;  for  he  was  not  an  unfeeling  boy,  though 
he  was  sometimes  consequential  and  vain.  He 
tried  to  put  the  best  face  on  it,  by  saying,  when 
Laura  asked  him  why  he  sent  him  off  so  soon, 
"  Oh,  I  sent  him  away,  Laura  ;  you  know 
Pa  don't  like  the  Irish  at  all.  He  says  the 
country  is  nundated  with  them." 

Henry  stood  quite  straight,  and  looked,  as 
little  boys  would  say,  "  mighty  big." 

Laura  laughed,  and  said,  "nundated!  what 
does  that  mean,  master  Henry  ?  You  are  very 
grand  this  morning." 

"  Mean  V  said  Henry  ;  "  something  bad,  I 
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suppose,"  and  he  looked  mortified  at  using  a 
word  that  he  did  not  understand. 

"  Mother  says  it  is  vain  and  affected  to  use 
words  without  knowing  their  meaning,  Hen- 
ry." 

"  You  don't  know  the  meaning  yourself, 
Laura  ;  so  you  need'nt  laugh  at  me." 

"  But  I  have  not  used  the  word,  Henry  ;  and 
I  think  you  have  made  a  mistake  in  it." 

"No,  I  have  not ;  for  Pa  said,  only  yester- 
day, that    he  wished  there  could  be  some  stop 

put  to  the  constant something, — 'twas 

a  big  word,  I  never  heard  before  but  1  know  it 
meant  bringing  the  Irish  here ;  for  he  said,  the 
country  was  nundated  with  them." 

tc  Inundated,  Henry." 

"  Well,  that  is  just  the  same." 

"  Not  exactly,  I  think  ;  but  come,  let  us  go 
ask  mother  the  meaning  of  inundated." 

The  result  of  their  inquiries  I  will  not  relate; 
as  any  of  my  young  friends  can  find  out  the 
meaning  by  asking  their  parents,  or  looking  in 
their  dictionaries;  though  most  of  them,  I  have 
no  doubt,  are  acquainted  with  the  meaning. 

When  Mr.  Campbell  had  dined,  he  said  to 
the  children  as  he  drew  his  chair  close  to  the 
bright  fire,  round  which  the  family  had  assem- 
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bled,  "You  would  know  how  to  value  this  warm 
room,  and  all  the  comforts  that  we  are  con- 
stantly enjoying,  if  you  had  heard  the  tale  of 
misery  I  have  heard  to  day,  my  children."  And 
turning  to  Mrs.  Campbell,  he  continued, 
"  There  is  an  Irish  family  in  extreme  distress, 
at  no  very  great  distance  from  us.  The  old 
Grandmother  accosted  me  in  the  street  to  day, 
begging  me  for  the  love  of  Heaven  to  give  her 
something  for  her  children,  who  were  starving 
with  cold  and  hunger.  Her  hair  was  silvery 
white  ;  her  cheek  pale  with  want  and  misery. 
I  never  was  so  much  interested  in  a  street- 
beggar  in  my  life."  Laura  looked  at  Henry  ; 
he  turned  very  red,  but  said  nothing.  "  I  am 
sure  she  was  a  real  object  of  charity;  and  I 
wish,  my  dear,  you  would  (if  'tis  not  incon- 
venient for  you)  take  John  with  a  basket  of 
wood,  and  bread,  and  see  to  their  wants.  I  had 
nothing,  but  a  large  bill  in  my  pocket  this 
morning,  and  am  obliged  to  go  to  Brooklyn,  or 
I  would  not  trouble  you,  this  cold  day.  There 
is  the  number,"  said  he,  laying  a  card  on  the 
table;  "  and  you  had  better  take  Laura  and 
Henry  with  you  ;  it  may  be  useful  for  them  to 
see  by  contrast  how  blessed  their  lot  is.  It 
20* 
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must  increase  their  gratitude  to  the  great  Giv- 
er of  all  good." 

"  I  will  go  immediately,"  said  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell. 

They  were  soon  warmly  dressed,  and  on  their 
way  to  the  abode  of  wretchedness.  It  was 
clear,  though  cold,  and  the  children  com- 
plained of  the  keenness  of  the  air.  As  they 
passed  the  streets  leading  to  the  North  river, 
snuggled  close;/.o  U?eir  mother,  they  found  the 
objects  of  their  search  in  a  cellar  ;  and  when 
the  door  opened,  a  scene  of  misery  was  pre- 
sented that  astonished, and  almost  terrified  the 
children.  The  suffering  family,  supposing 
'twas  their  grandmother,  who  had  gone  to  get 
food,  for  them,  rushed  to  the  door, saying,  "Oh, 
Granny,  have  you  got  some  ?  have  you  got 
some  ?"  Then  seeing  a  stranger,  they  sunk 
back  to  their  places  on  the  floor.  In  the  cor- 
ner of  the  rough-looking  fire  place, sat  a  slender, 
pale-looking  woman,  with  a  sick  infant  in  her 
arms ;  over  which  she  was  bending,apparently, 
to  keep  it  from  the  cold  air.  The  poor  baby 
was  trying  its  best,  to  draw  nourishment  from 
her  exhauste  d  mother  ;  but  the  tears  came 
faster  from  her  eyes,  than  the  milk  came  from 
her  bosom.     Before  the  fire  place,  a  young  girl, 
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endeavored  to  blow  into  a  flame,  with  her 
apron,  some  chips,  dirt,  and  leather.  In  the 
corner  of  the  room  was  an  heap  of  straw,  on 
which  lay  a  few  ragged  bed  clothes.  There 
was  neither  table,  chair,  nor  utensil  of  any 
kind, in  the  room,  except  a  broken  pitcher,  and 
an  old  pail  with  a  rope  handle. 

I  have  been  thus  particular  in  my  descrip- 
tion of  their  abode,  that  you,  my  dear  young 
reader,  may  when  you  ar  s,  -rounded  with 
every  comfort,  feel  grateful  to  God  for  his 
goodness  to  you ;  and  be  contented  and  happy, 
though  there  should  be  some  among  your  com- 
panions whose  clothes  are  finer  and  more  fash- 
ionable, and  who  have  elegance  and  luxuries, 
that  you  may  if  you  choose,  be  very  happy 
ivithout.  A  few  days  since  I  saw  the  round, 
red  cheeks  of  a  little  girl  wet  with  tears,  be- 
cause her  bonnet  was  not  as  handsome  as  she 
wished.  When  you  are  disposed  to  repine  at 
any  such  trifles,  think  of  the  damp, cold  cellar, 
where  six  children,  with  their  mother,  sat  with- 
out food  or  fire ;  and  then  I  am  sure  you  will 
look  up  to  your  mother,  or  the  friend  who  sup- 
plies your  wants,  and  say,  "  you  know  best 
what  is  proper  for  me,  I  can  be  happy  in  any 
dress  you  choose."     What  I   have  told  you  of 
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this  Irish  family  is  entirely  true.  I  myself 
stood  among  them,  and  dropt  many  tears  on 
the  pallid  cheeks  of  the  sick  baby.  I  saw  these 
Irish  emigrants,  just  as  I  have  described  them 
to  you.  But  to  go  on  with  my  story  ;  Mrs. 
Campbell  spoke  kindly  to  the  mother,  who  had 
started  up,  and  offered  the  wooden  box  on 
which  she  had  been  sitting,  and  asked  her  how 
she  came  to  be  so  reduced  as  to  have  neither 
fire  nor  food. 

"  Alas,  madam,"  said  she,  sobbing,  "  sick- 
ness and  death  have  been  with  us  ;    and  what 
signifies    any  thing   we   say  ?     Nobody   cares 
for  an  Irish  beggar.     My  poor  old  mother  has 
been  out  seeking  food  for   us  these  two  days  ; 
and  she  has  scarce  got  enough  to  keep  us  from 
starving,  madam.     This  morning  I  sent  Willy, 
there,  thinking  he  was  so  young  and  innocent- 
like, nobody  would  be  for  calling  him  a  cheat; 
but  he  was  not  used  to  the  trade,  ma'am ;  for 
as  he  sat  trying  to  get  courage  to  tell  his  sto- 
ry, a  little  boy  sent  him  off,  because  his  father 
hated  the  Irish." 

Henry  and  Laura  both  looked  at  the  little 
boy,  who  had  sunk  down  among  the  straw ; 
and  Henry,  while  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes, 
said,  "  Oh,  mother,  •  that  was  I !  Yes  it  was ; 
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I  was  so  foolish  as  to  think  I  understood  fath- 
er's conversation  with  uncle  James ;  and  I 
told  him  to  run  away ;  but  I  hope,  little  boy, 
you  will  forgive  me  ;  for  I  am  sure  I  would 
have  given  you  my  breakfast,  andAdinner  too, 
had  I  known  how  poor  and  hungry  you  were." 
Henry  gave  his  hand  to  Willy  MacVinny  ; 
and  his  black  eyes  sparkled,  and  his  pale  face 
flushed  with  pleasure,  amid  all  his  rags  and 
wretchedness.  So  easy  is  it  for  the  rich  to 
give  pleasure  to  the  poor.  The  Irish  woman 
continued,  "He  tried  once  more,  and  knocked 
on  the  door  of  a  large  house  ;  the  servant,  who 
came,  said,  "  Get  about  your  business,  you  lit- 
tle thieving  paddy  !  and  don't  trouble  me  any 
more  with  your  knocking,"  He  came  back 
sorrowful  enough ;  and  has  sat,  ever  since, 
shivering  in  the  straw." 

"  Why  did'nt  you  apply  to  the  alms-house  V9 

"Och,  and    did'nt  we,  sure  enough?    but 

could  get  nothing,  because  we  were  not  resident 

six  months.     I  have  sold  every  thing,  madam, 

even  my  clothes,  before  I  could  beg." 

John  was  called  in  with  the  basket  ;  a  fire 
was  kindled  ;  and  some  milk  bought,  as  soon 
as  possible.  The  tears  trembled  in  Mrs. 
Campbell's  eyes,  as  she  saw  the  eager  faces  of 
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the  children,  while  the    bread    was  broken 
among  them.     The  grandmother  returned,  and 
was  surprised  and  delighted  to  see  them  thus 
employed.       She    said,  while   tears   streamed 
down  her   wrinkled   face,   (<  God  bless  you  al- 
ways, lady  !  I  have  had  a  wearisome  day  ;  and 
sure  I  was  ready  to  lie  down  and  die,  when  I 
thought  I  should  bring  nothing  to  the  children." 
She  seated  herself  on  the  heap  of  straw,  and 
sobbed  like  an  infant.     Her  daughter  tried  to 
comfort  her,    and   saida   IC  Drink  some  of  the 
warm  milk,  mother,  you  are  faint  and  weary  ; 
and  don't  take  on  so  now,  when  comfort  has 
come  to  us."     Mrs.  Campbell  left  them  with 
means  to  make  them  comfortable  until  some 
plan  could   be  devised  to  give  them  employ- 
ment, by  which  they  could  support  themselves. 
As  soon  as  their  situation  was  known  they  were 
supplied  with  every  necessary  ;  for  there  is  no 
place  in  the  world  where  the  people  are  more 
liberal  to  the  poor  than   in  New- York.     Lau- 
ra and  Henry   never  forgot   the   lesson  they 
learnt  from  this  poor  family.     They  were  ever 
after  kind,   to  their  inferiors,  and   generous  to 
the  poor.     Henry  was  careful  never  to  repeat 
any  of  his  father's  observations,  without  being 
sure  he  perfectly  understood  them. 

Rhode  Island.  l. 
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THE  LAD'S  WINTER  PLEASURES. 

When  the  keen  biting  frost  binds  up  the  hard  ground, 

And  the  piercing  cold  wind  whistles  wildly  around ; 

When  summer's  green  leaves  are  all  stripped  from  the  trees, 

And  the  clear,  sparkling  streams  are  beginning  to  freeze ; 

When  nature  is  wrapped  in  her  mantle  of  white, 

And  the  glad  light  of  day  soon  gives  place  to  the  night; 

Oh  !  then  how  I  love,  when  the  school  is  let  out, 

To  join  the  gay  boys  in  the  long,  deafening  shout ; 

To  knock  off  the  hats,  and  to  wrestle,  and  run, 

And  roll  up  the  snow-hills,  is  glorious  fun. 

Then  O  !  the  thick  ice  how  delightful  for  sliding, 

And  skating,  how  grand  ; — then  how  pleasant  is  riding. — 

When  the  moon  in  her  beauty,  pours  a  flood  of  bright  beams 

On  the  unsullied  snow,  and  the  cold,  ice-bound  streams. 

The  bells  they  arejingling,  the  horses  are  prancing, 

And  my  own  happy  heart  in  my  bosom  is  dancing.  - 

Away  we  all  drive  with  laughter  and  noise. — 

Oh  !    dearly  1  love  winter's  turbulent  joys. 

But  better  I  love,  when  the  dark  evenings  come, 

My  footsteps  to  turn  to  my  own  pleasant  home. 

The  greetings  of  loved  ones  fall  light  on  my  ear, 

Like  the  sounds  of  soft  music,  delightful  and  clear. 

We  close  the  green  shutters,  the  curtains  let  down, 

And  now  what  to  us  is  cold  winter's  dark  frown. 

We  stir  up  the  fire,  and  close  round  the  table, 

While  my  dear  father  reads  us  a  story,  or  fable  ; 

Or  a  history,  perhaps,  of  the  heroes  and  sages, 

Who  lived  long  ago,  in  the  early  dark  ages. 

Then  I  lead  little  Sue  when  she's  learning  to  walk, 

And  hark  to  the  pet  while  she  's  trying  to  talk  ; 

How  sweetly  the  sounds  from  her  lisping  tongue  fall, 

Like  the  Nightingale's  notes,  or  the  Redbreast's  soft  call. 
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Then  Kate  spreads  before  me  her  long  hoarded  toys, 
And  I  join  the  loved  girl  in  her  innocent  joys. 

Yes,  winter  has  pleasures,  delightful  and  sweet. 
For  indeed  it  is  pleasant  for  kindred  to  meet 
Round  the  bright  blazing  fire,  while  kindness  and  love 
Reside  in  each  breast,  and  the  actions  all  move. 
To  meet  love-glancing  eyes,  the  soft  touch  of  the  hand, 
From  the  friends  that  we  love,  makes   the  warm  heart  ex- 
pand. 

Stockbridsre.  f. 


SCHOOL  HOURS. 

CHAPTER    FIRST. 

It  was  a  bright  sunny  day  in  October,  and 
the  pupils  of  Miss  Ashford  had  assembled  at 
an  early  hour,  in  the^pleasant  school-room 
where  they  received  their  daily  lessons. 

Soon  after,  their  teacher  entered,  and  was 
joyously  greeted  by  the  happy  children ;  who 
regarded  her  with  the  same  confidential  love, 
they  would  repose  in  an  elder  sister. 

"Come  girls,"  said  Miss  Ashford,  cheerful- 
ly, <cl  have  a  pleasant  thought  in  mind,  which 


SCHOOL    HOURS.  241 


will  delight  all  who  give  diligent  attention  to 
their  lessons  :  we  will  not  spend  all  this  fine 
morning  within  doors." 

The  pupils' of  Miss  Ashford  testified  their 
respect  by  the  prompt  fulfilment  of  her  wishes, 
which  were  rarely  expressed  in  the  form  of 
commands.  They  loved  her ;  for  her  happi- 
ness consisted  in  imparting  knowledge,  with 
gentle  kindness,  to  the  young  beings  entrusted 
to  her  guidance ;  and  she  felt  amply  compen- 
sated for  all  her  pains,  when  she  witnessed  the 
growth  and  expansion  of  their  minds,  as  they 
opened  beneath  her  cultivating  hand.  With 
her  it  was  an  object,  so  to  blend  amusement 
with  instruction,  as  that  they  might  come  with 
willing  minds  to  their  lessons,  and  not  look 
forward  to  the  hour  of  school,  as  the  com- 
mencement of  a  tedious  season  of  restraint  and 
deprivation. 

"  I  wish  the  days  were  twice  as  long,"  ex- 
claimed Caroline  Allen,  as  she  finished  her 
lessons,  and  collected  her  materials  for  project- 
ing a  chart  ;  t{  I  wish  the  days  were  twice  as 
long  ;  for  I  cannot  now  do  half  I  wish." 

"My  dear    Caroline,"   said  Miss   Ashford, 
"  endeavor  faithfully  to  improve  the  hours  you 
have,  and  I  doubt  not  you   will  effect  every 
21 
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thing  which  it  is  important  you  should  accom- 
plish. Divide  the  day  into  separate  portions, 
and  give  to  each  hour  its  due  allotment  at 
work  and  recreations ;  fix  on  certain  rules 
and  having  once  determined  to  abide  by 
their  direction,  let  nothing  short  of  positive 
duty  turn  you  aside.  You  will  then  have 
no  occasion  to  wish  the  hours  multiplied, 
and  what  is  still  better,  not  one  will  even  pass 
tediously.  Let  me  advise  you  to  rise  seasona- 
bly. The  early  morning  hours  are  always  val- 
uable ;  they  are  more  free  from  interruption 
than  other  portions  of  the  day,  and  if  you  per- 
severe in  this  habit,  you  will  rescue  much  time 
from  sleep,  which  may  well  be  allotted  to  study, 
healthful  exercise,  and  industrious  use  of 
your  needle.  Remember  what  the  poet  says 
with  more  truth  than  fancy; 

"  Who  well  improves  life's  shortest  day, 
Will  ne'er  regret  its  setting  ray." 

Miss  Ashford's  attention  was  now  with- 
drawn from  Caroline,  by  Mary  Sumner,  who 
asked  with  an  imploring  look,  that  she  would 
fit  for  her  a  piece  of  work  which  she  held  in 
her  hand  :  ll  Mother  thinks  I  have  had  this 
muslin  at  school  a  long  time,"  said  Mary  li  and 
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I  wish  to  finish  the  hems,  and  carry  it  home  to- 
day." 

"And  so  you  have  had  it  about  a  very  long 
time,  considering  how  little  there  was  to  do," 
replied  Miss  Ashford,  "  and  I  commend  your 
resolution  of  finishing  it  at  once.  Had  you, 
yesterday,  my  dear,  been  a  little  more  patient, — 
a  little  more  particular  in  setting  your  stitches, 
your  work  would  not  now  have  been  to  take 
out ;  and  of  course  to  do  a  second  time.  This 
lesson,  though  an  unpleasant  one,  will  be  useful 
to  you.  We  must  pay  for  our  experience  : 
good  habits  will  then  have  a  sure  foundation." 

Mary  acknowledged  her  fault,  and  in  turn 
yielded  her  place  by  Miss  Ashford's  side,  to 
the  little  Anna,  who  had  been  waiting  some 
minutes,  (very  patiently  for  her)  for  Mary's 
return  to  her  desk.  - 

"  Oh,  do  please  to  look  at  my  map,"  said 
she  :  u  I  have  drawn  it  since  I  have  learnt  my 
Geography  lesson  ;  will  it  do,  dear  Miss  Ash- 
ford ?  it  is  my  very  first,  and  I  can  say  all  my 
multiplication  table  now,  without  one  mistake, 
and  I  have  filled  my  little  slate  with  figures, 
too." 

I  must  tell  my  youthful  readers,  those  of 
them  at  least,  who  do  not  know  Anna,  that  she 
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was  a  little  girl  just  five  years  old,  and  that 
though  so  young,  she  was  advanced  in  Arith- 
metic through  "  Early  Lessons,''  as  far  as  the 
2d  section  of  "  Colburn's  first  part ;"  could  read 
and  spell  very  well ;  and  as  a  reward  for  her 
industry  and  attention,  her  teacher  had  within 
a  few  days  given  her  a  small  Geography  with 
maps,  and  ambitious  to  do  all  that  she  saw 
others  perform,  she  had  of  her  own  accord  at- 
tempted to  draw  a  map  :  this  it  was  which  she 
now  so  eagerly  presented  to  Miss  Ashford,  and 
I  am  sure  her  mistakes,  of  which  there  were 
not  a  few,  will  be  excused  in  consideration  of 
her  inexperience  and  youth. 

She  had  made  a  very  tolerable  outline  of 
Newfoundland,  and  St.  John's ;  but  influenced 
by  a  taste  not  quite  correct,  had  placed  Mount 
Elias  in  the  Atlantic  ocean,  a  little  north  of 
the  first  named  islands ;  and  Miss  Ashford, 
while  she  commended  the  attempt,  could  not 
forbear  smiling  at  this  first  production  of  her 
youngest  pupil.  She  kindly  corrected  her 
faults,  taught  her  how  to  hold  her  pencil,  and 
looked  over  her  while  she  drew  Vermont, 
which  she  did  with  more  success. 

u  I  must  put  Connecticut  river  east  of  Ver- 
mont," said  Anna,  "  and  lake  Champlain  west; 
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and  then  it  will  be  finished.  May  I  not  draw 
the  other  New  England  states?''  asked  she  ; 
u  I  know  which  they  are ;  for  I  heard  you  tell 
Louisa  yesterday  ;  and  I  heard  you  say,  too, 
that  the  capital  of  the  United  States,  is  called 
Washington,  after  General  Washington,  who 
is  now  dead ;"  and  the  little  Anna  would  soon 
have  exhausted  all  her  stock  of  Geographical 
knowledge,  had  not  Miss  Ashford  after  kissing 
her,  advised  that  she  should  begin  the  map  of 
New  England,  without  delay. 

A  class  now  came  to  recite  a  lesson  in  His- 
tory ;  after  that  was  finished,  Louisa,  who  had 
missed  the  whole  chapter,  exclaimed  ;  "  Next 
week  I  intend  to  learn  all  my  lessons  ;  next 
week  I  will  study  diligently  and  not  displease 
you  by  coming  with  such  imperfect  prepara- 
tion." 

"  And  why  Louisa,"  said  Miss  Ashford,  ll  do 
you  thus  unwisely  defer,  from  week  to  week, 
that  application  which  will  be  the  more  diffi- 
cult to  practise  the  longer  it  is  delayed  ?  Re- 
member, my  dear,  the  common  proverb,  not 
the  less  true  for  being  common,  te  the  present 
time  is  the  only  time  j"  be  persuaded  not  to 
leave  for  the  next  week,  or  the  next  day,  what 
should  be  begun  this  very  hour.  Come,  take 
21* 
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your  books,  and  now  while  good  resolutions 
are  fresh  in  mind,  strengthen  them,  by  dil- 
igent efforts.  Let  me  see  you  prove  what 
one  half  hour's  undivided  application  will 
effect.  I  doubt  not  much  more  will  arise  to 
yield  satisfaction,  than  if  the  books  are  left  till 
Monday.'' 

The  duties  of  the  school  proceeded,  and 
while  the  bell  was  ri  ging  one,  the  children 
were  direct  \  quietly  and  pleasantly  to  lay 
aside  their  work  and  books,  and  prepare  to  go 
out  with  their  friend. 

"  Miss  Ashford,"  said  little  Anna,  clasping 
her  hand,  "  Louisa  is  crying  ;  may  I  ask  her 
if  she  is  unhappy  ?    do  let  me." 

ct  No,  I  will  inquire  myself,  dear  little  one. 
Louisa,  come  to  me  ;  what  has  happened  to 
distress  you,  my  love  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  did  not  come  to  you,"  said  she, 
weeping  afresh,  "  with  perfect  lessons  this 
morning ;  and  I  do  not  deserve  to  go  out  with 
you,  and  my  companions  ;  I  know  I  do  not." 

"  Do  you  think,"  said  her  kind  teacher, 
l(  that  you  have  employed  all  the  hours  since 
you  came  into  school  1  I  know  you  will  tell 
me  the  truth,  Louisa  ;  I  can  always  trust  you 
for  that." 
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c<  I  have  studied  very  diligently,  since  the 
class  recited,  ma'am ;  and  have  written  the  ex- 
ercise from  La  Fontaine,  which  you  appoint- 
ed." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  Miss  Ashford, f  if  that 

is  done,  you  are  entitled  to  attend  me;  I  only 
desire  to  see  that  sad  habit  of  procrastination 
corrected,  which  so  very  often  causes  you 
trouble ;  and  then  I  shall  love  you  equally  with 
Agnes  and  Harriet,  who  are  so  constant  in 
their  attention  and  diligence." 

Louisa  affectionately  and  gratefully  thanked 
her  teacher,  and  the  happy  party  were  soon  in 
readiness.  Caroline  had  satisfactorily  proved 
that  time  well  divided,  gives  us  the  opportuni- 
ty, of  not  only  accomplishing  our  work  in  sea- 
son, but  accomplishing  it  creditably,  too." 

Mary's  task  was  completed,  and  neatly  :  I 
need  not  say  that  she  was  happier  than  if  it  had 
remained  for  another  day ;  and  she  was  con- 
vinced that  "  one  right  stitch  is  better  than 
many  wrong." 

The  little  Anna  had  made  a  Map  with  more 
success  than  the  first;  and  Louisa  said,  with  a 
smile,  that  it  was  not  so  very  difficult  to  ac- 
quire one's  lessons,  when  the  mind  was  bent 
on  attaining  them.  d  ## 
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One  lovely  morning,  Mr.  Melville  invited  his 
four  charming  children  to  walk  with  him.  It 
was  early  spring ;  the  green  grass  was  just 
springing,  and  the  first  flowers  putting  forth 
their  delicate  blossoms  ;  the  trees  were  yet 
bare  ;  but  if  you  looked  carefully,  you  might 
detect  the  tender  bud,  which  inclosed  the  fu- 
ture leaf,  beginning  to  shew  itself. 

The  winter  had  been  long  and  dreary ;  the 
spring,  until  this  morning,  wet  and  uncom- 
fortable ;  the  children,  therefore,  heard  the  in- 
vitation with  bounding  hearts. 

"May  I  go,  father,"  said  little  Harry,  who 
was  hardly  six  years  old. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  smiling  father ;  and  Harry 
went  capering  and  jumping  away. 

"  And  I,  too,"  said  little   Grace,  throwing 
back  the  curls  from  her  pretty,  round  face,  and 
raising  her  bright  laughing  eyes  to  her  father,   _■ 
"  I  may  go,  too  ;  I  will  be  very  good." 

The  fond  father  kissed  the  little  petitioner ; 
"  yes,  my  Grace  may  go  ;  for  she  has  been 
a  very  good  girl  this  morning;  she  did  not  cry 
when  her  baby  brother  held  out  his  hands  for 
her  pretty  doll,  but  gave  it  him  very  kindly  ; 
and  she  stood  perfectly  still,  while  her   sister 
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Caroline  washed  her  face  and  hands,  and 
smoothed  her  hair." 

"  I  shall  get  some  flowers  for  mother,"  said 
Grace,  while  her  little  feet  kept  time  to  every 
word. 

"  And  I  shall  gather  some  flowers  for  moth- 
er, too,"  said  Harry  ;  "  and  get  a  kiss  when  1 
give  them  to  her." 

"  Call  your  cousin,  George,"  said  Mr.  Mel- 
ville to  his  oldest  son  ;    "  it  is  time  to  go." 

Frederick  obeyed,  and  the  little  party  were 
soon  on  their  way,  all  bustle  and  life,  running, 
laughing,  and  talking,  as  if  fatigue  or  sor- 
row could  not  touch  them.  But  Grace  soon 
grew  tired, and  entreated  her  father  to  carry 
her  in  his  arms. 

"  Come  George,"  said  Frederick,  "  let  us 
clasp  our  hands  together,  and  make  a  seat  for 
her  ;  father  will  set  her  upon  it ;  she  will  put 
her  little  arms  about  our  necks,  and  we  can 
scamper  off  as  fast  as  we  please." 

"  That  will  be  very  kind,  Frederick,"  said 
Caroline;  "Grace  will  think  it  a  delightful 
ride." 

"  When  she  takes  it  I  guess  she  will,"  said 
George ;  "  I  shall  not  make  a  horse  of  myself, 
to  please  Miss  Grace." 
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"  Poor  girl,  what  shall  we  do  for  her  then," 
said  Caroline  ;  "  her  little  feet  are  sadly  tired." 

The  kind  father  ended  the  trouble,  by  good 
naturedly  taking  the  little  girl  in  his  arms,  and 
George  trudged  on,  half  sullen,  half  ashamed. 
They  soon  came  to  a  lane,  where  a  row  of 
willows  upon  each  side  were  just  putting 
out  their  sweet  flowers  and  perfuming  the  air. 

"  Caroline,"  said  Mr.  Melville,  "  widow 
Turner,  I  believe,  lives  in  this  lane  ;  she  has 
been  sick  several  days,  I  think  we  had  better 
go  in  and  see  her." 

"  I  was  just  going  to  ask  your  permission  to 
go  ;  Laura  Turner  was  at  our  house  two  days 
ago,  and  from  what  she  said,  I  believe  they 
must  want  assistance." 

Laura  Turner,  a  girl  of  ten  years  old,  came 
up  while  they  were  talking  ;  she  immediately 
addressed  Mr.  Melville  in  a  timid,  yet  earnest 
manner. 

'*  I  was  going  to  your  house  to  beg  for  a 
little  bit  of  white  bread,  and  some  brown  su- 
gar to  put  in  my  mother's, gruel ;  will  you  be 
so  good  as  to  let  me  have  them,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  you  may  have  them.  Your 
mother  I  hope  is  better  to  day." 
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"  Oh  !  no,  sir,  she  is  worse  ;  and  we  begin 
to  fear  she  will  never  get  well." 

She  burst  into  tears  as  she  spoke,  and  has- 
tened away  to  hide  them  from  observation. 
Caroline  looked  after  her  with  sympathizing 
tears  in  her  own  eyes,  and  then  looking  up  to 
her  father,  she  said,  H  how  much  misery  there 
is  in  the  world." 

"  There  is,  indeed,  much,  my  child.  But 
how  a  young  lady  of  fourteen,  whose  whole  life 
has  been  a  life  of  happiness,  should  have  made 
the  discovery,  I  cannot  imagine." 

lt  Ah  !  father,  I  have  witnessed  much  suf- 
fering if  I  have  felt  none  ;  the  poor  man  who 
was  so  dreadfully  injured  by  the  mill,"  and  she 
became  very  pale,  for  it  was  a  subject  to  which 
she  could  not  recur  without  extreme  pain. 
"You  remember  his  distress  was  <Tery  great, 
and  we  could  not  relieve  him  ;  nobody  could 
relieve  him  ;  even  the  surgeon's  skill  was  of  no 
avail." 

"  Perhaps,  my  dear,  we  are  called  to  wit- 
ness such  scenes,  that  we  may  feel  our  help- 
lessness, our  dependence,  and  learn  to  turn 
to  Him,  to  trust  in  Him,  who  is  mighty  to 
save.  But  I  hope  where  we  are  going,  it  will 
be  permitted    us  to  alleviate  their  sufferings." 
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They  soon  arrived  at  the  decaying  tenement 
and  found  a  scene  of  misery  which  did,  indeed , 
call  for  alleviation.  The  mother  lay  upon  her 
wretched  bed  in  a  burning  fever,  while  a  chill- 
ing wind  which  was  beginning  to  rise,  entered 
through  the  broken  panes  and  yawning  crev- 
ices, and  fanned  her  glowing  cheek  ;  the  two 
youngest  children,  one  five,  the  other  three, 
were  crying  for  a  piece  of  bread ;  and  a  little 
girl  of  eight,  was  alternately  soothing  them, 
and  collecting  every  chip  and  half  burnt  coal 
in  the  fire-place,  to  boil  her  mother's  gruel. 
Mrs.  Turner  lay  with  her  eyes  closed,  appar- 
ently-unconscious of  what  was  going  on;  but 
when  Mr.  Melville  went  to  the  bed,  she  looked 
up  and  replied  to  his  questions. 

C(  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  so  ill,  ma'am,"  said 
he. 

"  I  am  ill,  indeed,"  she  answered,  "  but  I 
do  not  think  much  of  that ;  to  hear  my  chil- 
dren crying  for  food  which  I  have  not  to  give 
them — that  is  trouble." 

(i  They  shall  soon  have  bread,"  replied  Mr. 
Melville,  "do  not  let  that  distress  you." 

And  he  turned  to  Frederick,  and  told  him 
to  hasten  home  and  procure  a  basket  of  food 
and  return  as  soon  as  possible.     Mrs.   Turner 
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uttered  heartfelt  thanks,  and  Frederick  left 
the  house  and  flew  lightly  on  to  execute  his 
benevolent  commisssion. 

Mr.  Melville  now  turned  to  the  little  girl, 
who  was  making  the  gruel,  and  inquired  if 
they  had  wood. 

"  No  sir,"  was  the  answer  ;  "  we  burnt  the 
last  we  had  yesterday." 

li  Father,"  said  Caroline,  who  had  been  lis- 
tening to  the  answer,  "  there  is  a  load  of  wood 
coming  along  the  lane  this  minute,  will  you  be 
so  good  as  to  buy  it  for  Mrs.  Turner  ?" 

"I  will,  my  dear,  if  we  can  muster  money 
enough  to  pay  for  it  ;  I  have  carelessly  left  my 
pocket-book  at  home,  and  have  but  a  few  shil- 
lings with  me." 

Each  little  hand  was  instantly  in  pockets 
and  work-bags  ;  each  one  but  George's  ;  he 
stood  apart,  eyeing  the  eager  group  with  a 
half  contemptuous  expression. 

"  Have  you  no  money,  cousin  George  V1  said 
Harry,  going  up  to  him. 

"If  I  have,  I  shall  not  give  it  away,"  re- 
plied George  ;  and  Harry  turned  from  him  dis- 
appointed, and  went  to  his  father. 

i(  Father,"  said  he,  "  George  will  not  give 
any  thing  ;  and  I  have  nothing  to  give ;  not  one 
22 
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cent.  O !  how  I  wish  -I  had  the  pretty  bright 
dime  I  spent  for  sugar-plums,  yesterday." 

"  I  wish  so,  too,"  said  his  father ;  "  because 
the  pleasure  of  eating  your  nice  things  was 
very  soon  overj  but  whenever  you  do  a  good 
deed  to  a  fellow-creature  and  make  him  happy, 
the  recollection  of  it  will  give  you  pleasure  as 
long  as  you  live." 

Harry  did  not  quite  understand  all  this,  but 
the  elder  children  did ;.  though  George  shewed 
no  inclination  to  profit  by  it.  The  wood  had  by 
this  time  reached  the  house,  and  Mr.  Melville 
went  out  and  purchased  it  with  the  contribu- 
tions of  his  children.  Laura,  in  the  mean  time, 
returned  with  her  basket  filled  by  the  boun- 
teous hands  of  Mrs.  Melville,  and  Frederick 
came  soon  after.  They  then  took  leave,  after 
Mr.  Melville  had  promised  Mrs.  Turner  that 
her  family  should  be  provided  for,  until  she 
was  again  able  to  take  care  of  them. 

When  they  were  going  home,  George  asked 
Frederick  to  go  with  him  to  purchase  a  pen- 
knife. "  For  I  have  half  a  dollar,"  said  he, 
"  and  I  mean  to  spend  it  this  morning." 

"Half  a  dollar!"  exclaimed  Harry,  "  why 
did  you  not  give  it  to  the  poor  woman  then  ? 
it  would  have  done  her  a  great  deal  of  good." 
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"  I  dare  say  it  would,"  answered  George, 
carelessly  ;  "  and  it  will  do  me  a  great  deal  of 
good,  too,  my  little  fellow.  I  want  all  my 
half  dollars,  myself." 

"  You  hr.ve  one  knife,  George,"  said  Fred- 
erick ;  "  and  I  am  sure  the  poor  woman  and 
hm  children  want  food  and  fire  more  than  you 
want  another  one." 

"  Very  likely  ;  but  the  money  is  my  own,  and 
I  have  a  right  to  do  what  I  please  with  it." 

My  dear  nephew,"  interposed  Mr.  Melville, 
"  this  reasoning  is  very  common  in  the  mouths 
of  those,  who  prefer  their  own  selfish  gratifi- 
cations to  the  performance  of  their  duties.  But 
you  can  perceive  that  in  this  reasoning,  your 
accountability  to  God  is  left  entirely  out  of  the 
question.  Now,  George,  do  you  think  you 
understand  the  whole  meaning  of  the  sentence 
you  just  uttered." 

"  Why,  uncle,  I  think  the  meaning  is  very 
plain  ;  it  means, — it  means," 

"  Go  on,  George,"  said'  Mr.  Melville,  after 
waiting  some  time  for  the  conclusion  of  the 
sentence. 

"  It  means,  I  think,"  resumed  George,  "  that 
I  may  get  any  thing  I  like ;  any  thing  I  please, 
with  my  money." 


256  THE    MORNING    WALK. 


"  But,  George,  some  people  please  to  make 
a  very  wicked  use  of  their  money.  Some 
choose  to  spend  it  at  the  gaming  table ;  some 
to  buy  wine,  or  ardent  spirits,  and  then  to  drink 
until  they  are  more  senseless  than  the  brutes ; 
some  even  choose  to  buy  poison  for  themselves, 
or  their  fellow  creatures ;  do  you  think  they 
have  a  right  to  do  so  T" 

Cl  No,  indeed,"  said  George. 

tc  Then  you  have  not  a  right  to  get  just  what 
you  please  with  your  money  ;    have  you  ?" 

••  I  think  not,  sir,"  answered  George,  after  a 
little  consideration. 

"  If  some  sudden  misfortune  should  over- 
take your  parents,  and  they  should  be  reduced 
to  great  distress,  would  you  have  a  right  to  get 
even  useful  things  for  yourself,  before  you  had 
supplied  all  their  wants  V 

"  Oh  !  uncle,"  said  George,  quite  convinc- 
ed, "  I  see  it  is  not  always  right  to  spend  our 
money  upon  ourselves.'' 

"  I  am  glad  you  do  see  it ;  but  what  do  you 
think  we  ought  to  do  with  it?" 

George  hesitated ;  "  I  do  not  know,  sir,"  said 
he  at  last." 

"  Who  gives  us  life,  and  health,  and  strength, 

and  friends,  and  fortune  ?" 
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"  God,  sir,"  answered  George. 

"  Then,  George,  if  all  we  have  is  given  us 
by  him,  He  has  an  undoubted  right  to  com- 
mand us  how  to  use  it.  And  his  commands 
are  to  do  good  :  to  give  to  the  poor  : — to  give 
to  him  that  asketh  of  us,  and  to  lend  to  him 
that  would  borrow  of  us.  Now,  George,  see- 
ing these  things  are  so,  when  God  puts  it  in 
our  power  to  do  good  to  our  fellow  crea- 
tures, either  by  giving  our  money,  time, 
talents,  or  any  thing  else  we  possess,  it  is 
certainly  our  duty  to  do  it." 

M  I  see,  uncle,  what  you  think  :  you  think  I 
ought  to  have  given  my  money  to  Mrs.  Tur- 
ner." 

'■'  Yes,  George,  I  do  think  so.  I  think  that 
her  Father  and  our  Father,  directed  our  steps 
to  her  humble  dwelling,  that  we  might  minis- 
ter to  her  wants  from  our  abundance." 

They  reached  home  as  Mr.  Melville  con- 
cluded, and  the  children  ran  eagerly  to  their 
mother  to  display  their  treasures  of  flowers  and 
relate  the  pleasures  of  their  walk  ;  Mrs.  Tur- 
ner and  her  children  holding  a  conspicuous 
place  in  the  recital. 

#     Towards    evening    the    weather    suddenly 
changed ;   and  when  the  family  assembled  in 
22* 
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their  comfortable  room,  with  a  cheerful  fire 
burning  upon  the  hearth,  the  wind  was  driving 
the  rain  against  the  windows. 

Each  one  sat  down  to  their  employments ; 
Frederick  to  his  Latin  lesson;  Caroline  to  read- 
ing Miss  Edgeworth  ;  Harry  to  puzzling  his 
little  brains,  over  the  conundrums  in  his  last 
Miscellany ;  while  Grace  was  running  about 
and  wooing  the  caresses  of  all ;  and  George 
sat  carelessly  playing  with  a  penknife,  pur- 
chased with  the  identical  half  dollar,  which  had 
caused  so  much  conversation  in  the  morning. 

All  were  earnestly  intent  upon  what  they 
were  about,  when  Harry  suddenly  put  down 
his  book,  and  exclaimed,  l(  Oh  !  how  comfort- 
able Mrs.  Turner's  children  are  over  their  fire 
this  evening." 

"  I  hope  they  are,  Harry,"  said  Caroline  ; 
,c  I  am  sure  we  could  not  enjoy  our  .own  com- 
forts, if  we  had  not  done  all  in  our  power  to 
make  them  comfortable." 

At  this  moment  George  sprung  from  his 
chair  towards  the  table,  where  his  uncle  and 
aunt  were  sitting,  and  held  out  his  arm  to 
them  streaming  with  blood. 

"  I  have  cut  myself  severely,  I  believe,  aunt,"j 
said  he,  endeavoring   to  speak  in    his  usual 
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tone  ;  for  he  prided  himself  upon  being  very 
manly,  and  already  felt  ashamed  of  the  alarm 
he  had  shown.  Mr.  Melville  examined  the 
wound  and  pronounced  it  a  deep  cut  in  the 
wrist ;  while  Mrs.  Melville  produced  her  banda- 
ges and  proceeded  to  dress  it,  after  the  most 
approved  receipts  of  mothers  and  house-keep- 
ers. As  soon  as  all  was  quiet  again,  and  the 
pain  a  little  abated,  Frederick  inquired  how 
the  accident  had  happened. 

"  I  can  hardly  tell,"  answered  George ;  "  I 
was  holding  the  knife  in  my  right  hand,  and 
somehow  I  carelessly  threw  my  left  wrist 
against  the  point.  But  where  is  my  knife  ?  I 
dropped  it,  or  threw  it  somewhere,  in  my; fright." 

A  search  was  immediately  commenced,  and 
the  unfortunate  knife  was  at  last  found  by  Har- 
ry, half  buried  in  the  glowing  coals  upon  the 
hearth;  they  drew  it  forth,  a  spoiled  and  use- 
less thing. 

"  This,  then,  is  the  knife,"  said  Mr.  Mel- 
ville, holding  it  up,  « so  earnestly  desired, 
which  was  purchased  with  that  money  refused 
to  the  suffering  widow  and  her  fatherless  chil- 
dren ;  and  there  is  the  pleasure  you  have  reap- 
ed from  the  possession  of  it ;"  pointing  to  the 
still  smarting  wound.  "  Oh  !  George,  what  a 
lesson  to  you,— to  us  all." 
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George  held  down  his  head,  and  sorrow, 
shame  and  remorse,  kept  him  silent  some  time; 
at  length  he  said,  "  I  hope,  uncle,  I  shall  never 
be  so  selfish  and  unfeeling;  aoain.  I  think  for 
the  future,  1  shall  endeavor  to  deny  myself 
what  I  do  not  really  want,  that  I  may  have 
something  to  give  to  my  suffering  fellow-crea- 
tures." F. 

Stochbridge. 


ANSWER  TO  CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  X  L,  take  away  X,  and  L  remains. 

2.  James  the  First  ;  because  he  was  King  of  Scotland 

before  he  was  crowned  King  of  England. 

3.  Q,  U.    Nolhing  can  be  spelt  with  Q,,  without  the  as- 

sistance of  U. 

4.  Because  he  is  a  little  hoarse.     (A  little  horse.) 

5.  A  book  is  like  a  king,  because  it  has  a  great  many 

pages.    . 
Like  a  nobleman,  because  it  has  a  title. 
Like  a  tree,  because  it  has  leaves. 
Like  a  prisoner,  because  it  is  bound. 
Like  a  man  that  has  walked  out  of  London,  becaus* 

it  is  out  of  the  press. 
Like  an  Egyptian  tablet,  beeause  it  is  covered  with 

types. 
Like  every  thing,  because  it  has  am-end. 
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THE  INDUSTRIOUS  AND  CONTE  NTED 
DWARF. 

It  is  our  intention  in  this  humble  tale,  to 
make  our  young  readers  acquainted  with  a  very 
extraordinary  little  girl ;  extraordinary,  not  be- 
cause she  was  very  wise,  or  very  learned,  or 
very  rich,  or  very  handsome  ;  but  because  she 
was  very  good.  We  wish  to  shew  our  young 
friends,  by  the  example  of  Sarah  Lee,  that  we 
may  all  be  useful  and  happy,  if  we  set  about 
it  in  earnest.  And  we  trust  if  th^re  be  one 
Miss  inclined  to  murmur  at  her  own  little. trou- 
bles and  disappointments,  she  will  endeavor  to 
profit  by  the  example  of  this  humble,  cheerful, 
industrious  girl. 

Sarah  was  the  daughter  of  a  widow,  who  since 
her  husband's  death,  had  supported  herself, 
her  aged  mother,  Sarah,  and  a  little  boy,  by 
millinary  and  mantua-making.  She  was  very 
quick  at  her  business,  and  worked  incessant- 
ly ;  but  the  calls  of  her  helpless  family  taxed 
her  exertions  to  the  utmost,  until  Sarah,  a 
sickly  deformed  child,  and  who  had  always 
been  looked  upon  by  the  grandmother  and 
mother,  as  never  likely  to  take  care  of  herself, 
learned  to  sew,  and  she  soon  became  a  very 
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important  asistance.  Mrs.  Lee  had,  however, 
overworked  herself;  and  soon  after  Sarah  en- 
tered her  sixteenth  year,  she  sunk  into  a  hope- 
less decline.  But  they  were  all  dependent 
upon  her  husiness  for  support,  and  she  contin- 
ued to  work  long  after  she  should  have  had  a 
nurse  and  physician.  Her  aged  mother  and 
poor  Sarah  anxiously  watched  her,  as  trem- 
bling with  nervous  agitation,  the  usual  attend- 
ent  of  her  disorder,  she  hurried  on  her  work. 

"  Do  not  worry  so,  my  child ;  pray  do  not 
worry  so,"  said  Mrs.  Grafton  to  her,  one  day  ; 
"that  dress  will  not  be  called  for  at  present  ; 
and  if  it  is,  Mrs.  Benson  is  so  good,  she  will 
not  insist  upon  its  being  done,  when  she  knows 
how  ill  you  are." 

(i  But,  mother,  it  must  be  done,  for  I  have 
promised  it :  besides,  what  will  become  of  us 
all,  if  I  give  up  work." 

11  We  will  trust  in  Him  who  feedeth  the 
young  ravens,  when  they  cry  unto  Him.  He 
can  sustain  us,  even  though  your  health  should 
utterly  fail,"  said  Mrs.  Grafton  in  a  trembling 
voice. 

"  But,  grandmother,"  asked  Sarah,  "  why 
do  you  think  mother's  health  will  fail  1   I  am 
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sure  she  looks  a  great  deal  better  to  day  ;"  for 
her  inexperienced  eye  mistook  the  burning 
hectic  that  was  beginning  to  flush  her  che^k, 
for  the  promise  of  returning  health.  Mrs. 
Grafton  only  sighed  in  answer  to  Sarah's  ques- 
tion, but  Mrs.  Lee  laying  her  hand  upon  the 
poor  girl's  head,  said  in  a  voice  full  of  tender- 
ness, "Oh!  my  beloved  child,  what  will  be- 
come of  you  V9 

Sarah  had  ever  been  an  object  of  peculiar 
solicitude  to  her  mother,  and  now  the  thoughts 
of  leaving  her  to  the  care  of  strangers,  was  all 
the  bitterness  of  death. 

Sarah  was  a  most  interesting  girl  ;  her  di- 
minutive figure,  (for  though  nearly  sixteen, 
she  was  hardly  as  tall  as  a  child  of  six,)  joined 
to  a  face  singularly  sweet  and  intelligent,  in- 
stantly attracted  the  notice  of  all  who  saw  her. 

Besides  her  size,  there  were  other  defects  in 
her  form,  which  a  stranger  would  think  must 
make  it  difficult  for  her  to  move  about  much, 
or  to  do  fine  work  ;  her  feet  and  ankles  were 
large  and  mishapen — yet  she  walked  fast  and 
well ;  she  had  but  one  joint  to  each  finger,  yet 
she  used  the  finest  needle,  as  dexterously  as 
those  whose  fingers  are  perfect.     In  other  re* 
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spects,  she  was  finely  formed  ;  and  there  was 
something  in  the  delicate  little  creature,  which 
won  your  heart  the  moment  you  saw  her,  and 
fixed  her  in  your  memory.  If  you  met  but 
once  the  glance  of  her  soft  blue  eye,  you 
sought  to  meet  it  again  ;  if  you  looked  once 
upon  that  sweet,  expressive  countenance, 
which  seemed  animated  with  love  for  every 
living  thing,  your  eye  turned  again  and  again 
to  rest  upon  it ;  and  her  manners  were  as  en- 
gaging as  her  face, — gracefully  diffident  and 
retiring. 

Mrs.  Lee's  strength  wasted  rapidly ;  she  was 
soon  obliged  to  give  up  her  business,  and  to 
add  greatly  to  their  troubles,  just  at  this  time 
Mrs.  Grafton's  sight  entirely  failed  her.  It 
was  now  that  the  energy  and  loveliness  of  Sa- 
rah's character  appeared  to  delight  and  com- 
fort Mrs.  Lee.  It  was  now,  the  faithful  moth- 
er reaped  the  reward  of  her  judicious  training. 
Sarah  had,  perhaps,  been  too  carefully  nursed 
and  watched  in  her  childhood  ;  the  object  of 
constant  solicitude  to  her  mother  and  grand- 
mother, she  had  hardly  known  a  want,  or  a 
care,  before  her  mother's  sickness.  But  she 
did  not,  therefore,  sit  carelessly  down  to  la- 
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ment  her  difficulties ;  she  exerted  herself  to 
lighten  them.  Since  Sarah  had  began  to  help 
her,  Mrs.  Lee  had  saved  a  small  sum,  which 
she  now  gave  to  her. 

"  Do  the  best  you  can  with  it,  my  dear ;  it 
is  our  all ;  when  it  is  gone,  we  shall,  I  fear, 
be  obliged  to  ask  assistance  of  the  town.  But 
I  will  not  anticipate  evil ;  I  think  I  shall  not 
live  even  till  that  small  sum  is  exhausted." 

"  Dearest  mother,"  said  Sarah,  "  do  not 
think  of  any  thing  unpleasant ;  there  is,  I  dare 
say,  a  great  deal  of  money  in  this  little  purse," 
holding  it  up  with  a  smile  on  her  lips,  but  with 
a  heavy  heart ;  "  and  before  it  is  quite  gone, 
you  will  get  well,  I  hope  ;  and  we  shall  all  go 
on  as  happily  as  ever  again." 

u  No,  my  beloved  child,  it  would  be  wrong 
in  me  to  allow  you  to  nourish  that  hope ;  my 
time  here  will  be  very  short;  my  feelings  tell 
me  so,  and  the  doctor  gives  me  no  hope.  But 
God  will  take  care  of  you  :  He  will  take  care  of 
you  all,  if  you  will  but  trust  Him." 

Sarah  struggled    with  the  rising  tears,  for 

she  wished  to  keep  her  patient  as  cheerful  and 

quiet  as  possible.    "  Yes,  dearest  mother,   for 

your  example  teaches  me,  and  my  own  experi- 

23 


%66  THE    INDUSTRIOUS  AND 

ence  of  His  goodness,  encourages  me  to  trust 
in  Him." 

<l  Then,  whatever  befalls  you,  you  cannot  be 
unhappy,  my  love." 

Mrs.  Lee  sunk  still  faster  after  this  conver- 
sation ;  and  Sarah's  little  strength  was  tasked 
to  the  utmost  to  nurse  her,  and  do  the  neces- 
sary work  of  the  family.  It  was  a  most  de- 
lightful sight  to  see  the  handy  little  creature, 
by  turns  feeding  her  blind  grandmother, 
soothing  her  wayward  brother,  or  hanging  over 
the  bed  of  her  sick  mother.  She  never  weari- 
ed ;  day  and  night  she  was  ever  ready  to  per- 
form the  offices  of  love.  The  kind  neighbors 
often  came  in  to  offer  their  assistance,  but  the 
affectionate  devotedness  of  the  gentle  girl  was 
so  touching,  that  they  hardly  had  the  heart  to 
take  from  her  the  pleasure  of  doing  all. 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  she  one  day,  to 
the  excellent  Mrs.  Benson  ;  "  Thank  you, 
ma'am  ;    but  I  had  rather  do  it." 

(t  Why  had  you  rather  do  it,  Sarah  ?  you 
look  very  much  fatigued." 

"  Oh  !  ma'am,  it  is  a  satisfaction  to  me  to  be 
doing  something  for  her ;  and  it  will  not  be 
long," — she  stopped,  but  her  swimming  eyes 
finished  the  sentence. 
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"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Lee,  "it  is  a  sat- 
isfaction to  her  to  be  doing  something  for  me ; 
poor  child,  she  will  wear  herself  out  for  us,  I 
am  afraid  ;  if  her  strength  did  but  second  her 
inclination,  we  should  never  know  a  want 
again." 

"  But  I  do  not  see  how  she  can  do  so  much, 
with  such  hands  as  she  has  got,"  said  little  Ju- 
lia Benson  ;  "  only  look  at  them,  mother  ;  she 
cannot  bend  her  fingers  as  I  can." 

The  color  rushed  to  Sarah's  cheeks,  and 
she  looked  very  much  distressed  at  the  observ- 
ation of  the  child.  Mrs.  Benson  saw  it,  and 
immediately  called  Julia's  attention  from  Sa- 
rah, to  a  pretty  little  dog  that  was  playing  about 
the  yard,  and  soon  after  took  leave.  As  soon 
as  she  had  gone,  Mrs.  Lee  said  to  Sarah, 
"  The  remark  of  that  thoughtless  girl,  I  see, 
gave  you  pain,  my  dear  ;  I  know  it  is  very 
natural  it  should  be  so  ;  but  it  grieves  me  to  see 
it.  Come,  and  sit  by  me,  and  I  will  endeavor 
to  shew  you  the  true  light  in  which  you  ought 
to  view  your  misfortune." 

Sarah  approached  the  bed,  and  sat  down 
beside  it,  when  her  mother  continued. 

**  My  dear  child,  you  know  our  lot  is  cast  by 
One  who  cannot  err ;  therefore,  whatever  He 
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appoints  for  us  must  be  best  for  us,  and  we 
ought  cheerfully  to  submit  to  it.  Besides,  it 
really  is  of  little  consequence  what  is  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  outward  figure,  if  all  be  right 
within.  Happiness,  depends  more  upon  the 
state  of  the  mind,  than  upon  external  circum- 
stances. Strive  to  gather  knowledge  from  every 
source  within  your  reach ;  faithfully  improve 
your  time,  opportunities,  and  talents  ;  cultivate 
an  humble,  submissive,  and  cheerful  temper ;  al- 
ways endeavor  to  make  yourself  useful  ;  and  you 
will  be  more  respectable,  more  beloved,  and  far 
happier,  than  mere  beauty  could  possibly  make 
you.  Now,  my  dear,  if  we  were  possessed  of 
the  "  philosopher's  scales,"  and  could  truly 
weigh  the  worth  of  mind  and  body,  which, 
think  you,  would  be  the  lightest  ?" 

Sarah  laughed,  and  said,  c'  she  thought 
mind,  though  it  were  so  light  and  ethereal, 
would  certainly  outweigh  body." 

"  Well,  then,  my  dear,  be  contented ;  be 
thankful  for  the  superiority  of  your  best  part ; 
and  do  not  repine  that  there  are  defects  in  the 
least  valuable." 

"  Yes,  dear  mother,  I  will  strive  to  do  as 
you   wish;    but  when  my  awkward  figure  is 
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rudely  alluded  to,  as  it  is  sometimes,  I  cannot 
help  feeling  pain." 

"  I  believe  you  cannot,  my  dear ;  but  will  it 
not  lessen  the  pain, — nay,  will  it  not  quite  re- 
concile you  to  your  awkward  figure,  as  you 
call  it, — if  you  consider,  that  in  a  few  years,  it 
will  return  to  its  native  dust,  and  when  at  the 
last  day  it  shall  rise  to  put  on  immortality,  it 
will  be  more  beautiful  than  the  fairest  forms 
that  ever  lived  on  earth  1  Remember,  my 
dear,  that  earthly  beauty  is  as  transient  as  the 
early  flower.  It  seems  to  me,  now  the  grave 
is  so  soon  to  close  upon  me,  that  our  only  care 
should  be,  so  to  live  here,  that  we  may  live 
in  Heaven." 

Sarah  kissed  her  mother  with  quivering  lips, 
as  she  concluded,  and  said,  "  I  think,  mother, 
1  shall  never  feel  pain  from  such  a  trifle 
again." 

Soon  after  this,  Mrs.  Lee  died,  and  left  poor 
Sarah  to  take  care  of  her  helpless  grandmother, 
and  little  brother. 

Sarah's  first  care,  after  her  mother's  funeral, 
was  to  examine  the  contents  of  her  purse,  and 
rind  out  the  amount  of  her  debts  ;  she  counted 
and  reckoned,  until  she    found   the   debts  ex- 
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ceeded  her  money  ;  and  she  then  sat  down  to 
consider  what  she  ought  to  do.  To  her  upright 
mind,  her  duty  was  plain, — to  go  to  her  credit- 
ors, acknowledge  she  was  unable  to  pay,  and 
give  up  what  she  had,  to  be  divided  among 
them.  But  then  she  thought  of  her  grand- 
mother and  brother,  and  hesitated  ;  besides, 
she  was  unused  to  having  intercourse  with 
strangers,  and  she  shrunk,  with  all  the  timidity 
of  a  young  and  delicate  girl,  from  the  task  be- 
fore her. 

"  I  shall  never  be  able  to  go  through  with  it 
alone,"  said  she ;  "  O  !  mother,  mother  !  if 
you  could  but  speak  to  me  and  advise  me  once 
more." 

Little  Albert  was  playing  about  the  floor,  as 
gaily  as  if  there  were  neither  care  or  sorrow  in 
the  world  ;  but  at  the  name  of  mother,  he  ran 
to  Sarah,  and  looking  up  earnestly  in  her  face, 
said,  "  Sarah,  you  tell  me  mother  has  gone  to 
heaven;  where  is  heaven  ?  is  it  a  long  way 
off,  so  far  that  she  can  never  come  back  to  see 
us,  and  take  care  of  us  again  ?" 

Poor  Sarah  had  long  been  struggling  to  keep 
back  the  rising  tears  ;  but  when  she  heard  this 
touching  question,  she  could  suppress  them  no 
longer ;  she  clasped  her  arms  about  the  darling 
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boy,    and    laying    her    pale    cheek  upon   his 
shoulder,  as  he  stood  beside  her,  wept  long  and 
bitterly.     Albert  wept  because  his  sister  seem- 
ed so  unhappy  ;    and  he  wept,  too,  because  his 
mother  did  not    come  back  to  him  ;  but  the 
light,  elastic  spirit  of  childhood  soon  forgets 
the    heaviest  sorrows ;    he   quickly   dried    his 
eyes,  and  disengaging  himself  from  his  sister, 
"went  to  tossing  and  rolling  his  pretty  ball,  that 
she  had  made  for  him  when  they  were  all  well 
and  happy.     But  Sarah  continued  to  indulge 
her  grief  until  Albert  got  tired  of  his  ball,  and 
began  to  beg  for  something  to  eat.     This  re- 
called her  to  a  sense  of  their  wants  and  her  du- 
ties.    She  wiped  away  her  tears  ;  and  as  she 
gave  the  little  boy  his  bread  and  butter,  she 
said  to  herself,  <c  Surely  for  his  sake,  and  for 
the  sake  of  my  dear   grandmother,  I  can  go 
through  with  this  business,  unpleasant  as  it 

She  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  set  out  imme- 
diately ;  for  she  well  knev  that  the  longer  we 
think  of  a  disagreeable  thing,  the  more  unwil- 
■iEtig  we  are  to  do  it. 

When  we  are  in  trouble,  it  is  very  pleasant 
to  hear  the  voice  of  kindness  and  sympathy 
gi  eeting  us  wherever  we  go ;  Sarah  found   it 
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so ;  for  all  received  her  kindly  ;  almost  all  re- 
fused to  receive  any  thing  for  what  they  had 
done  for  the  family  in  the  time  of  their  distress  ; 
and  she  returned  home  with  a  light  heart  and 
a  heavy  purse.  When  she  again  counted  its 
contents,  she  almost  thought  her  difficulties  at 
an  end. 

"  There  is  money  enough,"  thought  she,  u  to 
provide  food  for  several  weeks  ;  before  this  is? 
gone,  if  I  can  have  constant  employment  at 
plain  sewing,  I  shall  have  earned  enough  to  pro- 
vide comfortable  clothing  for  winter;  and  then 
when  winter  comes,  I  shall  have  only  food  and 
wood  to  get.  Only  food  and  wood,"  she  re- 
peated aloud,  "  surely,  I  shall  be  able  to  do 
that." 

As  if  it  were  a  light  task  for  one  so  young 
and  weak!  Poor  girl  !  how  little  did  she 
know  of  the  difficulties  of  her  undertaking. 

Sarah  had  refrained  from  imparting  her 
heaviest  troubles  to  her  grandmother ;  for  she 
wished  to  save  her  every  unnecessary  pain  ;  but 
now  she  could  speak  of  hope  and  comfort ;  she 
hastened  to  her,  and  putting  her  mouth  close 
to  the  ear  of  her  grandmother,  (for  Mrs.  Graf- 
ton was  deaf,  as  well  as  blind)  she  said,  "  Grand- 
mother, you  know  you  said  yesterday,  that  you. 
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feared  you  and  Albert  must  go  to  the  poor- 
house  ;  and  I  must  try  to  maintain  myself,  by 
going  about  sewing.  But  we  shall  not  be  part- 
ed ;  and  you  and  Albert,  I  hope,  will  not  have 
to  go  to  the  poor-house ;  for  I  have  now,  after  I 
have  paid  all  that  the  creditors  will  accept, 
more  than  ten  dollars  left.  Don't  you  think 
with  this  sum,  and  with  what  I  can  get  by  plain 
sewing,  we  can  live  comfortably  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  we  cannot,  my  dear  child," 
said  Mrs.  Grafton,  sighing  ;  "plain  sewing  you 
know  is  not  profitable  work  ;  all  you  can  earn 
will  hardly  feed  us;  what  shall  we  do,  then, 
for  wood,  clothing,  schoolbooks  for  Albert,  and 
other  things,  perhaps,  which  we  do  not  now 
think  of.  No,  my  child,  you  shall  not  have  a 
heavier  burden  laid  upon  you,  than  you  are 
able  to  bear ;  I  will  go  to  the  poor-house  ;  I 
shall  want  for  nothing  there  ;  and  I  ought  to 
overcome  my  reluctance  to  going." 

Sarah's  hopes  had  been  high,  and  her  dis- 
appointment at  these  words,  was,  therefore, 
great ;  but  she  had  always  been  accustomed 
to  give  up  her  own  opinion  to  the  better  judg- 
ment of  her  grandmother,  and  she  did  not  pre- 
sume to  differ  from  her,  now." 
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"  If  you  say  it  must  be  so,  grandmother,  I 
must  endeavor  to  submit  to   it,"   was   all  she 
ventured  to  say ;  and  she  sat  down  with  such  a 
feeling  of  despondency  and  discouragement,  as 
had  never  oppressed  her  before.     In  the  time 
of  her  deepest  distress,  heretofore,  she  had  al- 
ways had  something  to  do,   and  somebody  to 
do  for  ;  something  to  occupy  her  mind,  and 
powerful  motives  to  exertion.     But  now,  ifshe 
was  not  allowed  to  labor  for  those  beloved  rel- 
atives,— what  had  she  to  live  for  1  how  should 
she  employ  her  time  ?     To  think  of  working 
for  herself,  never  came  into  her  mind.     Sarah 
had  been  taught  the  Christian  virtue  of  self- 
denial,  both  by  her  mother's  precept  and   ex- 
ample;   and  when    by   the    sickness  of  that 
mother,  she  was    called    upon    to  practise  it 
continually,    she   proved  by  feer  conduct  she 
had  not  been  a  careless  and  inattentive  learner. 
She  placed  continually  before  her,  the  exam- 
ple and  commands  of  our  blessed  Saviour,  be- 
cause she  believed  that  if  we  have  not  the  spirit 
of  Christ  we  are  none  of  his.     Acting  habitu- 
ally from  such  principles,  influenced  continu- 
ally   by  such  motives,  Sarah  could  not  long 
give  herself  up  to  unavailing  sorrow. 
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She  soon  roused  herself;  and  summoning 
courage  again  to  address  her  grandmother, 
she  said  to  her,  "  Oh !  grandmother,  how  I 
wish  I  knew  what  I  ought  to  do." 

"  Your  affection  for  us,  my  dear  child,  I 
know  will  make  it  hard  for  you  to  part  with 
us ;  but  still  I  think  you  ought  to  suffer  us  to 
go,  where  it  seems  to  be  the  appointment  of 
Providence  that  we  should  go." 

"  And  can  you  think,  grandmother,  that  I 
ought  to  resign  you  and  Albert  to\the  care  of 
strangers  ?  "Would  it  be  right  for  us  to  give  up 
all  the  delights  of  home,  all  the  pleasures  of 
affectionate  intercourse,  it  may  be,  expose  you 
to  neglect  and  suffering,  and  Albert  to  bad 
company,  and  bad  example,  rather  than  sub- 
mit to  some  privations,  and  keep  you  with  me  ? 
Oh !  grandmother,  do  not  try  to  discourage 
me  now :  allow  me  to  see  what  I  can  do  for  a 
few  weeks  ;  I  will  toil  for  you  all  day,  I  will 
set  up  to  work  ail  night,  rather  than  part  from 
you." 

"  That  is  what  I  am  afraid  of,  my  child; 
you  will  work  beyond  your  strength — you  have 
already  done  it ;  if  you  go  on  so,  you  will  very 
soon  follow  your  mother  to  the  grave  ;  and  then 
Albert  and  I  shall  be  indeed  alone." 
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Sarah  meekly  yielded  the  point,  and  went 
to  prepare  their  dinner,  when  her  mother's 
best  friend,  Mrs.  Benson,  came  in.  Never  had 
her  benevolent  countenance  been  more  wel- 
come to  Sarah  than  at  this  moment ;  and  the 
first  sound  of  her  sweet  voice,  so  like  the  soft 
tones  of  her  own  beloved  mother,  thrilled 
through  her  heart  and  filled  her  eyes  with 
tears. 

"My  dear  Sarah,"  said  she,  as  soon  as  her 
kind  inquiries  respecting  the  health  of  each, 
were  answered,  "  I  came  to  talk  with  you  con- 
cerning your  plans  for  the  future.  ,Your  moth- 
er confided  to  me  her  wishes  respecting  you, 
and  I  encouraged  her  to  hope  you  might  be 
able  to  fulfil  them.  She  could  not  bear  the 
thought  of  your  being  separated  from  your 
grandmother,  and  brother,  andshe  desired, 
if  it  were  possible,  that  you  wouldstay  here 
and  keep  them  with  you." 

Sarah's  heart  beat  quick  with  joy  ;  if  And 
was  that  my  mother's  wish,  and  do  you  think  I 
shall  be  able  to  do  it,"  said  she,  eagerly. 

tl  Your  mother  did  wish  it,  most  earnestly, 
my  dear  ;  but  she  feared  you  were  not  old 
enough,  or  strong  enough,  to  make  the  neces- 
sary exertion  for  their  support.     I  told  her  I 
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believed  you  might  do  it  without  over-working 
yourself;    and  I  trust  I  was  not  mistaken." 

"  Indeed,  ma'am,  it  is  the  first  wish  of  my 
heart  to  take  care  of  them ;  but  grandmother 
did  not  think  it  possible,  and  I  feared  to  de- 
termine upon  it  without  the  advice  of  some 
one  older,  and  more  experienced,  than  I  am.'-' 

"  Well,  I  am  persuaded  you  think  you  have 
such  advice,  now,"  said  Mrs.  Benson,  smiling; 
"  so  your  heart  will  be  quite  at  ease.  You  can 
sew,  my  dear,  neatly  and  rapidly." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  answered  Sarah,  "  notwith- 
standing the  awkwardness  of  my  fingers,  my 
mother  taught  me  to  make  them  useful." 

"  Your  mother  has,  indeed,  been  made  a 
blessing  to  you,  Sarah,"  replied  Mis.  Benson ; 
i(  for  she  not  only  taught  you  to  make  your 
fingers  useful,  but  I  perceive  she  has  also 
taught  you  something  much  better — to  subdue 
the  sinful  feelings  of  pride  and  vanity,  and  take 
in  their  place,  the  graceful  virtue  of  humility 
A  girl  who  can  allude  without  pain,  to  a  person- 
al defect,  is  either  an  humble  Christian,  or  she 
has  a  mind  superior  to  most  of  her  sex  :  now 
Sarah,"  added  she,  smiling,  "  which  of  these 
distinctions  do  you  choose." 
24 
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Sarah's  delicate  cheek  glowed,  and  her 
bright  eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure  ;  for  what  is 
so  grateful  to  the  heart  as  the  praise  of  those 
we  respect  and  love. 

"  O  !  ma'am,"  said  she,  with  all  her  native, 
graceful  diffidence,  "  if  I  may  be  in  truth  a 
Christian,  I  can  ask  for  nothing  more." 

"  That  is  indeed  the  only  distinction  worth 
striving  for,  my  dear.  But  we  have  wandered 
from  our  subject.  I  was  going  to  say  that  as 
you  can  use  your  needle  so  well,  and  have 
worked  with  your  mother  several  months,  the 
best  thing  you  can  do  will  be  to  contiuue  your 
business." 

"  Work  at  mantua-making  and  millinery!" 
exclaimed  Sarah,  in  astonishment ;  u  O  !  no, 
madam,  I  shall  never  dare  attempt  it." 

"  How  then,  my  dear,  do  you  expect  to  sup- 
port your  family?" 

u  I  do  not  know,  ma'am,"  said  Sarah;  lt  I 
have  formed  no  plan  ;  but  I  believe, — Ihope  at 
least, — that  I  can  do  plain  work,  well ;  and  with 
such  motives  to  exertion,  I  am  sure  I  cannot 
fail  to  be  diligent." 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  do  not  doubt  you  will  be 
diligent ;  but  even  if  you  have  constant  employ- 
ment, you  can  never   earn  enough   by  plain 
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work  to  make  your  grandmother  and  brother, 
comfortable."  , 

"  Then,  ma'am,  I  do  not  know  what  I  can 
do,"  replied  Sarah,  in  a  melancholy  tone. 

"  Do  not  allow  yourself  to  despond,  my  dear; 
you  can  continue  your  mother's  business;  I 
am  confident  you  can.  I  know  you  are  hardly 
sixteen,  and  I  acknowledge  there  are  not  many 
girls  of  your  age  to  whom  I  would  give  such 
advice  ;  but  to  you,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  give 
it .  Only  get  the  better  of  your  diffidence,  have 
confidence  in  your  taste  and  talents,  and  exert 
yourself  to  please,  and  I  think  you  will  suc- 
ceed." 

"  If  you  think  I  can,  if  you  think  I  ought, 
I  will  try,"  said  Sarah,  drawing  a  breath  al- 
most as  long  as  the  sentence. 

Ci  That  is  all  I  ask  you,  my  dear  ;  and  if  after 
a  fair  trial  we  find  you  cannot  succeed,  we 
must  think  of  something  else  for  you." 

Mrs.  Benson  now  went  to  Mrs.  Grafton,  and 
informed  her  of  their  plan,  and  obtained  her 
consent  to  it.  She  then,  gave  Sarah  a  good, 
substantial  bombazette  for  the  cold  winter, 
which  was  coming  ;  and  after  telling  her  that 
her  first  attempt  at  cutting  out,  might  be  this 
dress  for  herself,  left  her. 
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Sarah  went  to  work  immediately,  for  she 
knew  she  had  not  a  moment  to  waste;  besides, 
she  remembered  how  often  her  mother  had 
told  her  to  improve  the  present  time,  and  never 
put  off  doing  a  thing  one  minute,  because  it 
happened  to  be  difficult,  or  disagreeable.  She 
remembered,  too,  that  she  had  told  Mrs.  Ben- 
son she  would  try,  and  Sarah  never  broke  her 
word  ;  she  did  try,  and  succeeded  even  better 
than  she  had  dared  to  hope.  Before  night,  the 
next  day,  her  dress  was  neatly  finished,  and 
she  put  it  on  with  the  intention  of  going  to 
shew  it  to  Mrs.  Benson  ;  before  she  was  ready, 
however,  that  attentive  friend  came  in.  She 
looked  much  pleased  when  she  saw  Sarah. 

lt  You  have  been  a  very  good  girl,  my  dear," 
said  she,  "  and  your  face  looks  almost  as  bright 
and  sparkling  as  it  did,  when  you  received 
your  last  prize  book  at  school.  Ah  !  Sarah, 
great  is  the  pleasure  of  successful  exertion  ;  but 
far  greater  the  pleasure  of  feeling  that  we  have 
exerted  ourselves  to  some  useful  purpose." 

We  have  said  Sarah  was  a  very  diffident 
o-irl ;  but  Mrs.  Benson's  affectionate  manner 
won  all  her  confidence  ;  "  Oh  ;  ma'am,"  said 
she,  "  how  very  good  you  are  to  me ;  it  seems 
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almost  as  if  my  own  mother  had  come  back  to 
me  again." 

il  I  promised  that  mother,"  replied  Mrs. 
Benson,  passing  her  arm  about  Sarah,  Cl  that 
I  would  be  one  to  you;  and  I  trust  God  will 
give  me  grace  to  keep  my  promise."  A  pause 
of  deep  feeling  succeeded  these  words.  Mrs. 
Benson  first  recovered  herself,  and  examining 
Sarah's  work  with  a  critical  eye,  she  said, 
"  You  have  done  almost, — nay,  why  should  I 
say  almost, — you  have  done  quite  as  well  as 
your  mother  used  to;  and  to  reward  you,  you 
shall  make  this  piece  of  gingham  for  me." 

Sarah  received  it  thankfully,  but  said,  ct  she 
feared  she  should  spoil  it."  Mrs.  Benson 
kindly  encouraged  her,  and  soon  took  leave, 
that  she  might  commence  work.  She  suc- 
ceeded with  this  dress  as  well  as  she  had  done 
with  her  own  ;  and  she  had  soon  more  work 
than  she  could  do.  Some  were  attracted  to 
her  by  curiosity  to  see  the  little  girl  cutting 
out  and  fitting  work  at  her  low  table ;  some  to 
see  how  dexterously  she  could  use  the  finest 
needle  with  her  uncouth,  unbending  fingers  ; 
and  some,  we  trust,  from  a  better  motive, — 
from  a  real  desire  to  help  forward  an  industri- 
ous and  deserving  girl.  From  those  who  fre- 
24* 
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quented  her  shop,  Sarah  was  sometimes  sub- 
jected to  painful  remarks  upon  her  form  ;  but 
her  meek  and  humble  spirit  bore  it  with  exem- 
plary patience.  When  astonishment  was  ex- 
pressed that  she  could  manage  to  use  such  fin- 
gers, she  was  accustomed  to  say,  "  They  are 
just  as  good  for  me  as  any  fingers ;  for  I  never 
had  any  others."  And  when  some  one,  un- 
thinking, or  unfeeling,  noticed  her  unsightly 
feet  and  ankles,  and  asked  if  she  did  not  wish 
they  were  like  other  people's,  she  answered 
with  a  pleasant  smile,  "  No,  indeed,  I  am  per- 
fectly contented  with  them  as  they  are.  God 
made  them  ;  and  I  am  sure  He  knows  what  is 
best  forme." 

The  little  vexations  of  life  passed  lightly 
over  one  possessed  of  such  a  cheerful,  content- 
ed mind  ;  and  to  heavy  troubles,  Sarah  was  a 
long  time  a  stranger.  Her  grandmother, 
though  deaf  and  blind,  still  enjoyed  good  health  ; 
and  her  gratitude  and  affection  to  the  beloved 
hand  that  supplied  her  wants,  was  a  source  of 
unmixed  happiness  to  the  dutiful  girl.  Albert 
too,  was  a  continual  comfort  to  her  ;  she  fed 
and  clothed  him,  and  all  she  could  spare  be- 
sides, she  devoted,  with  a  disinterestedness  of 
which  few  are  capable,  to  his  education.    And 
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Albert  proved  a  grateful  boy,  and  a  grateful 
man.  As  soon  as  he  was  able  to  work  and 
earn  money,  instead  of  spending  it  upon 
himself,  he  gave  it  to  Sarah  ;  because  he 
knew  she  had  worked  very  hard  for  his  grand- 
mother and  him,  and  he  very  rightly  thought 
that  now  it  was  his  duty  to  help  her  all  he 
could.  Besides,  he  knew  that  what  he  got 
was  not  honestly  his  own.  He  often  said  to 
her,  when  he  brought  her  his  earnings,  "  it  is 
yours,  Sarah,  it  belongs  to  you.  You  have 
worked  for  me  a  long  time3  and  surely  I 
ought  to  pay  my  debts  if  I  can  ;  though  I  know 
if  I  do  my  best  I  never  can  repay  all  your 
kindness  to  me." 

An$  he  continued  to  think  so,  when  he  be- 
came a  man.  As  soon  as  he  married  and  set- 
tled in  the  world,  he  took  Sarah  home  to  live 
with  him.  In  his  society,  and  in  that  of  his 
excellent  wife,  surrounded  by  his  engaging 
children,  Sarah  found  exercise  for  the  benevo- 
lent affections  of  her  heart ;  and  it  might  be 
emphatically  said  of  her,  that  her  last  days  were 
her  best  days.  t. 

Stockbridge. 
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WINTER. 

My  pretty  flowers  are  gone  away, — 

All  covered  o'er  with  snow — 
And  I  must  wait  till  next  May-day, 

To  see  my  violets  grow. 

I'm  very  sure  the  leaves  will  peep 

Again  above  the  ground, 
Although  the  root  is  buried  deep. 

And  not  a  stem  is  found. 

Mother  says,  when  the  grave  shall  close 

O'er  little  Jane  and  I, 
We,  like  our  own  sweet  fading  rose, 

Shall  only  seem  to  die. 

I  know  my  mother  tells  me  true — 

I'm  not  afraid  to  go 
To  God,  who  showers  my  plants  with  dew, 

And  covers  them  with  snow. 
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CONCHOLOGY. 

The  figures  on  the  plate  mark  to  what  Ge- 
nus the  shells  belong.  We  have  already  spok- 
en of  the  three  Genera  of  the  Multivalves  ;  and 
we  now  begin  with  the  Bivalves :  the  reason 
of  the  little  lines,  representing  the  hinge  of 
each  one,  is  that  the  Genus  of  a  Bivalve  shell 
is  known  by  the  hinge.  My  young  readers 
will  remember  that  bis  is  the  Latin  word  for 
twice ;  and  that  a  shell  is  called  Bivalve,  be- 
cause it  is  formed  of  two  parts  :  these  two 
parts  are  joined  together  by  a  little  hinge  ;  and 
Conchologists  know  one  Bivalve  shell  from 
another,  by  the  hinge,  as  well  as  a  Botanist 
knows  one  flower  from  another  by  its  color. 

Genus  4th  is  Mya  ;  the  English  name  is  the 
Gaper.  Shell  Bivalve,  open  at  one  end  ;  hinge 
seldom  with  more  than  one  tooth,  solid,  thick, 
and  somewhat  spoon-shaped,  not  inserted  in 
the  opposite  valve.  The  name  of  the  animal 
is  Ascidia.  The  shells  are  generally  broader 
than  they  are  long.  The  teeth  are  more  re- 
markable for  their  size  and  thickness,  than 
for  any  peculiarity  in  the  form.  Pearls  of 
great  value  have  been  obtained  from  one  spe- 
cies of  the  Mya,  which  is  called  Margaritifera  ; 
because  in  Latin  Margarita  means  a  pearl. 
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These  animals  burrow   in  the  sand,  or  mud. 
There  are  41  Species. 

Genus  5th  is  Solen.  The  English  name  is 
Razor  Shell,  or  Sheath  Shell.  The  Shell  is 
Bivalve,  oblong,  and  open  at  both  ends.  The 
hinge  has  an  awl-shaped,  reflecting  tooth, 
often  double,  and  not  inserted  in  the  opposite 
valve.  Many  of  these  shells  are  very  brittle  ; 
some  of  them  have  a  rib  on  the  inside,  extend- 
ing from  the  hinge  to  the  margin.  The  shape 
is  well  adapted  to  the  motions  of  the  animal, 
which  moves  through  the  sand  to  a  certain 
depth,  and  comes  again  to  the  surface  for  food. 
Some  of  these  shells  are  oval,  and  some  of 
them  shaped  like  a  knife.  There  are  35  Spe- 
cies. 

Genus  6th  is  Tellina?or  Tellen.  The  Eng- 
lish name  is  Double  Wedge  Shell.  Shell  is 
Bivalve,  generally  sloping,  or  somewhat  curv- 
ed on  one  side.  The  hinge  generally  has 
three  teeth,  lateral,  plain,  or  not  existing  in 
one  of  the  valves.  The  beaks  are  very  short, 
and  usually  lean  toward  the  ligament,  which  is 
large.  The  Tellina  are  found  buried  in  the 
sand  ;  some  of  them  in  rivers.  There  are  97 
Species. 
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Genus  7th,  is  Cardium.  English  name, 
Heart  Shell.  Cockle:  it  is  so  called  because 
most  of  the  shells,  when  held  with  the  anteri- 
or slope  toward  you,  have  a  very  distinct  re- 
semblance to  a  heart.  Bivalve,  nearly  equi- 
lateral, and  the  valves  equal.  Hinge  with  two 
primary  teeth,  alternate,  both  much  incurvat- 
ed  ;  lateral  ones  remote,  and  inserted  in  the 
opposite  valve.  The  Beaks  are  turned  inward. 
Name  of  the  animal,  Tethys.  There  are  64 
Species. 

Genus  8th,  is  Mactra.  English  name  is 
the  Kneading-trough.  Shell  Bivalve,  with  the 
sides  unequal,  and  the  valves  equal.  Hinge 
with  the  middle  tooth  complicated,  with  an  ad- 
jacent cavity  ;  lateral  teeth,  remote  and  insert- 
ed into  the  opposite  valve.  Shape  is  various  ; 
sometimes  broader  than  long ;  sometimes 
gaping.  Name  of  the  animal,  Tethys.  There 
are  37  Species. 

Genus  9th,  is  Donax.  English  name, 
Wedge  Shell.  Bivalve,  with  the  anterior  end 
very  obtuse.  Hinge  with  two  primary  teeth* 
and  one  rather  remote  lateral  tooth,  on  the  pos- 
terior side.  These  shells  are  generally  triangu- 
lar,inequilateral,  and  formed  like  a  wedge  .The 
name  is  derived  from  the  Greek  word  for  ajn 
arrow ;  which  agrees  well  with  the  rapid  mo? 
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tions  of  the  animal,  when  it  darts  into  the 
sand,  at  the  approach  of  danger.  Name  of 
the  animal  is  Tethys.  There  are  21  Spe- 
cies. 

Genus  10th,  is  Venus.  Called  Venus  Shell. 
The  shell  is  Bivalve,  with  the  front  margin  of 
one  valve  incumbent  on  the  other,  and  a  well- 
defined  impression  on  both  sides.  Hinge  with 
three  teeth,  all  near  each  other.  The  beaks 
are  uniformly  turned  from  the  Ligament. 
Many  of  these  shells  have  spires  on  the  mar- 
gin. Some  are  heart-shaped,  some  nearly 
round,  and  some  sub-oval.  They  take  their 
name  from  Venus,  a  goddess  fabled  to  have 
sprung  from  the  sea.  The  animal  is  named 
Tethys.     There  are  116  Species. 

There  are  very  few  interesting  anecdotes 
about  shell-fishes.  It  is  very  difficult  to  watch 
their  motions ;  as  they  are  generally  hidden 
from  us.  We  think  them  very  stupid  things  ; 
and  whether  this  be  a  mistake  or  not,  we  are 
not  very  likely  to  find  out,  unless  we  should 
catch  sight  of  one  of  those  fabled  animals, 
which  the  Irish  call  Merrows  ;  who  have  grand 
times  in  coral  palaces,  and  walk  on  sponge 
carpets,  down  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea ;  and 
who,  the  fables  say,  pop  up  their  queer  little 
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heads  above  water,  once  in  a  while,  to  tell  us 
what  is  going  on  there. 

The  motions  of  this  whole  tribe  of  animals, 
are  exceedingly  awkward.  They  generally 
thrust  one  end  of  their  shells  in  the  sand,  and 
then  wait  for  the  coming  tide,  to  pitch  them 
over;  and  in  this  way,  the  ignorant  creatures 
will  travel  for  ages  to  come,  without  once 
dreaming  of  inventing  steam-power  engines, 
or  marine  railways.  The  greatest  proof  they 
give  of  having  intelligence,  or  any  ideas  >  f 
comfort,  is  throwing  open  their  shells  to  take 
in  water  and  fresh  air.  I  have  heard  an  anec- 
dote concerning  this  habit,  which  indicates 
more  wit  than  we  usually  ascribe  to  fishes. 

Lobsters  are  very  fond  of  feeding  upon  oys- 
ters j  and  they  always  seize  upon  them,  when 
they  can  get  a  chance.  One  day,  a  nice  fat 
oyster,  lying  on  the  beach,  threw  open  his 
shell  to  enjoy  the  coming  tide;  a  lobster  hard 
by,  perceived  him,  and  darted  upon  him  ;  but 
the  oyster  luckily  had  time  to  shut  up  his  house 
before  his  enemy  could  get  in.  Three  times 
the  lobster  tried  it ;  and  three  times  the  oyster 
was  too  quick  for  him.  At  last,  he  caught 
up  a  pebble  in  his  claws,  and  throwing  it  in 
while   the  shells  were  open,  prevented  their 
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closing   again  ;  and   then  he  sucked   out  the 
poor  oyster  at  his  leisure.     This  lobster  cer- 
tainly was  no  fool ;  if  William  Tell,   himself, 
had  taught  him  to  practise  shooting   at  an  ap-. 
pie,  he  could  not  have  done  better. 

Here  I  must  remind  my  young  readers  that 
obsters  have  nothing  to  do  with  Conchology  ; 
because  their  shells  do  not  grow  and  strength- 
en,  as  the  animal  grows  and  strengthens  ;  on 
the  contrary,  they  cast  off  their  shells  every 
year,  as  a  snake  casts  off  its  skin.  The  anec- 
dote was  brought  to  my  mind,  by  speaking  of 
the  intelligence  of  shell  fishes,  x.  y.  z. 


NOTE. 

Injustice  was  done  in  the  Note  concerning  the  mistake 
in  the  first  plate  of  Conchology  ;  the  fault  was  in  the  copy, 
not  in  the  engraver,  who  spared  no  pains  to  do  it  according 
to  the  wishes  of  the  editor. 

In  the  last  No.  of  the  Miscellany,  a  slight  mistake  has 
occurred  in  numbering  the  Genera,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
plate  accompanying  Conchology.  The  one  at  the  left  hand 
is  Genus  1st ;  the  one  in  the  middle  is  Genus  2d  ;  the  one 
at  the  right  hand  is  Genus  3d. 

On  page  198,  instead  of  recurded,  read  recurved.  We 
wish  all  little  girls  would  correct  these  mistakes,  very  neat- 
ly, with  a  sharp  pencil  J  not  with  a  pen,  lest  they  make 
sluttish  work. 
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A  BABY  TO  A  BABY, 

With  a  New  Year's  Present,  January  1st.  1830. 

'Tis  New-Year's  day, 
The  people  say. 

Kind  notes  they  frame, 
And  presents  send ; 
So  I,  my  friend, 

Will  do  the  same. 

I  think  I  mustj 
Write  you  the  first ; 

Because  you  see 
My  age  is  four 
Whole  months,  and  more  ; 

And  your's  but  three. 

You  've  talents  great, 
For  church  or  state, 

I  often  hear ; 
But  don't  be  vain  ; 
Wise  men  are  plain, 

And  meek,  my  dear. 

When  thought  asleep, 
I  sometimes  peep 

My  cradle  o'er, 
And  slyly  turn 
My  ear,  and  learn 

Some  curious  lore. 

A  doctor  grave, 
Who  lives  can  save, 

I  thus  espied ; 
And  when  Nurse  blam'd, 

25* 
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And  loudly  shara'd 
All  babes  who  Cried. 

He  said,  'twas  better 
To  lay  no  fetter 

Upon  the  lungs ; 
To  expand  the  chest, 
Was  surely  best, 

By  use  of  tongues. 

Precepts  so  rare, 
I  lock'd  with  care, 

Close  in  my  breast ; 
Don't  you  think,  John* 
To  act  upon 

His  plan  is  best  1 

If  chains  that  bind 
The  free-born  mind 

Make  men  rebel ; 
Can  strict  restraint 
On  all  complaint, 

Please  babies  well  1 

To  send  with  this, 
A  New-Year's  kiss 

To  Margaret  fair, 
Who  's  three  years  old 
And  wise  I  'm  told, 

I  hardly  dare. 

But  mind,  my  friend, 
I  do  not  send 

A  kiss  to  you. 
To  grant  a  beau, 
Such  gifts,  you  kn»w, 

Would  ne?er  do. 
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Now,  John,  farewell, 
For  truth  to  tell, 

To  eat  and  doze, 
So  takes  my  time, 
I  scarce  can  rhyme, 
Or  write  in  prose. 
To  Mr.  J.  K mary 


LETTER  TO  A  SISTER. 

Dear  Sister  : — You  will  find  the  second 
volume  of  Millot  at  home.  You  would  do 
me  a  favor,  by  occasionally  iC  dropping'7  a  line 
to  me,  and  giving  a  general  sketch  of  the  his- 
tory you  read  ;  it  would  recall  to  my  memory, 
events,  which,  I  find,  are  fast  betaking  them- 
selves to  flight,  and  besides,  would  drive  more 
firmly  the  peg,  which  is  to  hold  them  in  your 
own.  I  wish  I  could  furnish  you  with  a  book 
of  more  comely  appearance,  than  the  edition 
of  Millot,  which  you  have,— with  better  bind- 
ing, paper,  type,  engravings,  and  maps ;  for 
let  wise  heads  say  what  they  will,  it  is  by  no 
means  an  indifferent  matter,  whether  we  study 
in   a    book    that  is  coarse,  worm-eaten,  and 
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smoky,— or  in  one  that  is  neat,  smooth,  and 
elegant ;  and  the  more  agreeable  things  you 
can  associate  with  what  you  read,  whether 
agreeable  to  sight,  feeling,  or  any  other  sense, 
the  better  you  will  like  it,  and  the  longer  re- 
member it.  You  see  how  much  more  easily 
the  tough  Latin  of  B s  Juvenal,  is  unravel- 
led by  the  magical  help  of  gilt  edges,  and  calf- 
skin cover.  When  at  home,  I  saw  on  the  ta- 
ble, a  history  of  the  American  Revolution, 
which  I  suppose  you,  or  some  one  else  may  be 
looking  into.  If  so,  a  little  anecdote,  I  thought 
well  worth  pocketing,  will  not  be  mal-appro- 
pos.  During  the  revolutionary  war,  Gen. 
Burgoyne  sent  a  messenger  with  a  despatch  to 
Sir  Henry  Clinton,  another  of  the  British  com- 
manders. The  despatch  was  inclosed  in  a 
hollow  silver  ball,  which,  incase  of  surprise  or 
apprehension,  he  was  directed  to  swallow,  and 
thus  be  prepared  against  search  or  detection. 
The  courier  having  gone  so  far  as  Fort  Mont- 
gomery, near  New  York,  inquired  for  Gen. 
Clinton  ;  he  was  introduced  to  Gen.  George 
Clinton,  Governor  of  the  State  of  New  York ; 
perceiving  that  he  had  got  into  difficulty,  by 
mistaking  an  American  for  a  British  officer, 
he  turned  aside  and  swallowed  the  ball ;  the 


LETTER    TO    A    SISTER.  297 


attendants  observed  him  ;  he  was  apprehended 
and  questioned — his   answers   were    confused 
and  hesitating.     It  was  proposed  to  give  him 
an  emetic,  and  ascertain  what  he  had  so  hasti- 
ly swallowed.     It  was  accordingly  done,  and 
the    silver   bullet   was   re-produced    from    his 
stomach.     When  unscreened,  it  was  found  to 
contain  a  letter  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  stating 
the  forlorn  condition  of  Burgoyne,  after  the  en- 
gagement with   General   Arnold,   and   asking 
his  assistance.     This  was  truly  a  yankee  ex- 
pedient, though  practised  beyond  the  limits  of 
yankee  territory.     It  would  have  been  an  ad- 
mirable scene  for  the  pencil  (or  charcoal)  "off' 
Hogarth  ;  the  poor  messenger  in   the  centre, 
suffering  under  the  double  pangs  of  ipicac,  and 
mortification  ;  the  bystanders   eagerly   watch- 
ing, to  see  what  sort  of  a  fish  they  would  bring 
up,  and  snatching  the  bullet  as  it  shot  from  his 
throat.     I  have  just  been  strartled  by  a  huge 
noise  in  my  room,  and  after  exploring  every 
corner,    found   that   it   all  proceeded  from   a 
small,  green  semitransparent  thing,  evidently 
some  relation  of  the  nation   of  grasshoppers  ; 
it  had  two  antennas  of  immense  length,  con- 
tinually waving  to    and  fro — up,    down,    and 
sidevvise,  forward,  backward,  north,  south,  east, 
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and  west;  to  gather  information,  I  suppose,  of 
what  was  going  on  in  the  neighborhood.  Now 
he  brushed  his  legs,  and  wiped  his  antennae, 
with  a  curious  apparatus  at  his  mouth,  which 
he  used  as  adroitly,  as  we  do  a  handkerchief 
or  comb  :  and  now  he  struck  his  wings,  or 
something  resembling  them,  together  like 
cymbols,  and  with  nearly  as  much  effect  ;  in 
short,  it  was  a  cricket.  You  have  heard  ten 
thousand  such,  though  you  seldom  see  them, 
serenading  along  every  fence  and  thicket.  He 
seemed  much  pleased  with  his  own  music,  as 
much  as  a  lady  of  boarding  school  growth,  is 
delighted  with  pommeling  a  piano  from  morn- 
ing till  night ;  and  I  cannot  say  but  his  taste 
might  be  quite  as  good.  I  hope  the  'promise 
you  made  of  writing  to  me,  will  "  go  off"  into 
performance.  Letters  from  you  are  a  scarce 
article.  Indeed,  we  do  not  any  of  us  deal 
very  largely  in  the  trade  ;  but  I  have  thought 
best  to  freight  a  sheet  with  a  small  cargo,  hop- 
ing that  it  will  produce  some  returns — write, 
whenever  you  have  a  head,  and  heart,  and 
hand  so  to  do.  I  have  few  acquaintances  here, 
and  with  those  few,  I  usually  (C  make  myself 
scarce;"  perhaps  I  use  more  words  by  pen 
with  you,  than  by  tongue  with  them. 

Yours,  8cc.  a.  t 
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No  doubt  many  of  our  young  readers  have 
learned  by  this  time,  that  where  they  see  the 
signature  of  "  Mater,"  they  are  sure  to  find 
something  good.  If  such  readers  wish  to  buy 
new  books  for  this  season  of  gifts,  we  would 
strongly  recommend  the  purchase  of  "  The 
Beatitudes,"  and  the  "  Talisman,"  by  the  la- 
dy who  writes  under  the  signature  of  "  Ma- 
ter," in  the  Miscellany  :  they  are  among  the 
best  books  we  have  seen  this  long  time. 

The  Rev.  Howard  Malcom,  Pastor  of  the 
Baptist  church  in  Federal  street,  has  publish- 
ed a  useful  little  book,  called  a  "  Dictionary 
of  Important  Names,  Objects,  &c,  in  the 
Holy  Scriptures."  It  contains  interesting  in- 
formation concerning  a  very  interesting  coun- 
try ;  in  the  course  of  which,  the  writer  takes 
every  opportunity  to  instil  such  religious  views 
as  he  thinks  of  the  highest  sanctity  and  im- 
portance to  the  young. 

A  knowledge  of  Palestine,  and  of  the  peo- 
ple alluded  to  in  the  Bible,  cannot  be  too 
strongly  urged  upon  young  people.  Very  ex- 
cellent and  beautiful  maps  of  Palestine  have 
been  published,  which  we  think  every  head  of 
a  family  ought  to  purchase,  if  possible,  and 
cause  to  be   studied.     It  enables  one  to  read 
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the  Scriptures  more  understandingly,  and 
leads  to  much  valuable  information  and  re- 
flection. 

Mr.  Malcolm's  book  is  arranged  in  alpha- 
betical order,  and  adorned  with  engravings, 
We  extract  the  following. 

EGYPTIAN  WHEAT, 
Bearing  seven  ears  on  one  stalk,  as  described  Gen.  xli.  5. 


Hi 


hi 


"_. 
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A  LEATHER  BOTTLE, 

As  used   in    Eastern    Countries. 


c<  Bottles  were  anciently  made  of  leather,  as 
glass  was  unknown.  The  skin  of  a  goat  was 
pulled  off  whole,  and  the  places  where  the 
legs  and  tail  were,  were  tied  up.  As  they 
grew  tender  by  using,  new  wine  which  had 
not  done  fermenting,  could  not  be  safely  put 
in  them.  Matt.  ix.  David  in  distress,  com- 
pares himself  to  a  bottle  in  the  smoke^  dried 
up  and  withered.  Psl.  cxix.  83. 
26 
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THE  EGYPTIAN  PAPER  REED. 


"  This  plant  is  a  species  of  bulrush,  that 
grows  on  the  banks  of  the  Nile.  Isa.  xix.  7 
The  Egyptians  made  baskets,  shoes,  clothes, 
and  small  boats  of  it.  Ex.  ii.  3.  Isa.  xviii.  2. 
To  make  paper,  they  peeled  off  the  different 
skins,  or  films,  one  after  another  ;  these  they 
stretched  on  the  table,  and  laid  over  them  a 
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thin  paste  ;  above  which  they  spread  a  cross 
layer  of  other  films,  or  leaves,  and  then  dried 
it  in  the  sun.  The  films  nearest  the  heart  of 
the  plant,  made  the  finest  paper. 

Munroe  &,  Francis  have  recently  re-publish- 
ed an  English  book,  called  "  The  Boy's  Own 
Book."  It  consists  of  information  with  regard 
to  all  sorts  of  exercises,  sports,  tricks,  and 
puzzles,  Archery,  Fencing,  Gymnastics,  Swim- 
ming, Arithmetical  Puzzles,  Optical  Illusions, 
Experiments  in  Chemistry,  Tricks  done  by 
slight  of  hand,  Conundrums,  Riddles,  Para- 
doxes, and  Puzzles. 

The  following  are  brief  samples  of  the  many 
curious  things  in  this  little  volume. 

The  Dancing  Egg. 
Boil  an  egg  hard,  and  peel  off  a  small  piece 
of  the  shell  at  one  end  ;  then  thrust  in  a  quill 
filled  with  quicksilver,  and  sealed  at  each 
end.  The  egg  will  dance  about,  as  long  as  it 
remains  warm. 

The  Egg  in  the  Phial 
By  steeping  an  egg  in  strong  vinegar,  you 
will  so  soften  the  shell  that  it  may  be  made  to 
enter  a  vial  without   breaking ;  when  put  in 
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cold  water,  it  will  resume  its  former  figure  and 
hardness. 

Games  with  To  vs. 


Sports  of  Agility  and  Sjjeed. 


tk.JsSb 


All  the  games  are    illustrated  by  engravings. 
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To  our  little  readers,  we  cannot  recommend 
prettier  books  than  "  Peter  Parley's  Tales," 
for  sale  by  Carter  &  Hendee.  The  stories 
are  told  in  very  simple  words,  and  the  colored 
engravings  are  sweet  pretty.  "  Fables  for  the 
Nursery,"  by  Munroe  &>  Francis,  for  very 
young  children,  is  a  most  charming  little 
book. 


CONUNDRUMS. 

1.  Why  is  a  baker  like  a  beggar  1 

2.  Why  is  an  egg  done  too  much  like  an  egg  not   done 

enough  1 

3.  Why  is  a  horse  in  the  stable  like  a  tortured  criminal! 

4.  Why  is  a  peach  stone  like  a  regiment  1 

5.  What  word  of  five  syllables  is   that  from  which  if  you 

take  one  syllable,  no  syllable  remains  1 

6.  What  trade  would  you  recommend  to  a  short  man  1 


ENIGMA. 

A  word  of  four  syllables  seek  till  you  find, 
That  has  in  it  the  twenty  four  letters  combined. 
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Charles  Dudley  was  a  lad  of  fourteen,  the  fa* 
vorite  of  his  school-fellows,  with  whom  he  rare- 
ly, if  ever,  quarrelled.  Charles  was  happy,  while 
he  was  at  school,  because  the  boys  loved  to  be 
with  him,  and  to  oblige  him.  There  was  an- 
other lad  in  his  class,  who  was  as  much  dis- 
liked as  Charles  was  loved.  This  boy,  whose 
name  was  Robert  Lee,  was  ever  on  the  alert 
to  spy  out  the  faults  of  his  school-mates;  and 
would  often  inform  the  teacher  of  petty  of- 
fences. Robert  Lee  even  became  distin- 
guished as  the  "greatest  tell-tale  the  world 
ever  knew !" 

The  school  where  these  boys  were,  was  a 
Boarding  School.  All  of  them  were  at  a 
greater  or  less  distance  from  home,  so  that 
they  seemed  to  form  a  kind  of  little  colony, 
which  could  not  be  kept  in  harmony  without 
obedience  to  certain  rules  and  regulations. 
There  was  a  beautiful  garden  attached  to  the 
house  of  Mr.  Smith,  the  teacher  of  this  school, 
where  the  boys  were  peimitted,  at  certain 
hours,  to  walk,  on  condition  that  they  would 
not  pluck  the  flowers  and  fruit.  There  was 
every  variety  of  sweet  smelling  flowers:  roses, 
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jessamine,  jonquills,    and  violets,   and  honey- 
suckles :  and  the  trees  were,    in  their  regular 
seasons,  loaded  with  rich,  and   various   fruits. 
Mr.  Smith,  who  was  ever  indulgent  to  his  pu- 
pils, would  occasionally  permit   them  to  share 
these ;  but  he  forbade  the  gathering  of  either 
fruit  or  flower,  without  his  leave  first  obtained. 
It  was  a  fine  evening  in  September,  and  the 
harvest-moon  had  risen  in  its  brightness.  The 
loveliness  of  the  evening  tempted  Mr.  Smith 
to  give  his  pupils  permission  to    walk  a  while 
in  the  garden ;  enjoining  it  upon  them  to  re- 
turn punctually    at  a  certain  hour.     Some  of 
them    availed    themselves    of    his    kindness: 
while  others,  wearied   already  with  their  play, 
went  off  to  their  beds,  and  left  the  rest  to  their 
diversion.     Among  these    last   were    Charles 
Dudley,  and   Robert.  Lee.     They,  having  in- 
sensibly separated  themselves  from  the  others, 
were   strolling  down  one  of  the  alleys  of  the 
garden,  through  the  overshadowing  branches 
of  which   the  moon-beams    were    beautifully 
struggling  ;  and,  breaking  into  a  thousand  dif- 
ferent shapes,  fell  "like  a  quick  fall  of  stars, 
o'er  the  cool  shady  walks,   where  the    young 
people   meet."       They  continued    noiselessly 
on  their  way,  until  they  came  to  a  fine  peach 
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tree,  which  stood  at  the    corner  of  the  alley. 
Here  they  observed  a  boy,  holding  in  his  hand 
a  half-eaten  peach,  which  he  had  just  plucked, 
and  which  he  was  fast  finishing,  when  he  saw 
his  fellows  approach.     He   was  younger  than 
they,  and  immediately  came  to  them,  and  re- 
quested them   not  to  inform  Mr.  Smith  of  his 
fault.     Robert  said  nothing  in  reply    to   this, 
but  Charles  answered,    "  I  should  advise  you, 
Samuel,  to  tell  Mr.   Smith  that   you  plucked 
the  peach  :  if  I  am  asked  if  I  know  who  did 
this,  I  must  tell  him  '  Yes,' — yet,  if  you   will 
promise  me  that  you  will  be  careful  in  future 
and  not  disobey  the  garden-rules,  T  will   keep 
your  name  a  secret : — but  it  is  only  to  encour- 
age   you  to    do   this,   that  I  promise    thus." 
Samuel  promised  ;    and,    thinking    that   both 
Robert  and  Charles  agreed  in  their  intentions, 
he   joined   them,   and   they    returned    to  the 
house. 

The  next  morning,  when  the  school  was 
called  together  by  the  breakfast  bell,  the  in- 
structer  observed,  that  a  peach,  which  he  had 
remarked  the  day  before,  as  being  unusually 
large,  was  not  where  he  had  seen  it,  now  : 
and  he  added  the  question,  which  poor  Samu- 
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el  had   tremblingly    anticipated — "  Which  of 
you  plucked  it,  last  night  ?" 

There  was  no  reply  :  Samuel,  fearing  to 
acknowledge  his  fault,  had  resolved  to  commit 
it  no  more,  and  therefore  thought  he  would  es- 
cape the  disgrace  attendant  upon  his  convic- 
tion, for  this  his  first  offence  of  the  kind;  so 
that,  when  Mr.  Smith  had  asked  the  same 
question  three  times,  there  was  still  no  answer. 

"Young  gentlemen,"  said  the  teacher,  "you 
can  walk  in  the  garden  no  more  until  this 
question  is  answered,  and  the  offender  punish- 
ed :  it  therefore  becomes  a  matter  of  interest, 
as  well  as  duty,  for  you  to  confess  whatever 
you  know  concerning  it.  Charles  Dudley, 
did  you  pluck  that  peach  ?" 

"  No,  Sir  !"  replied  Charles. 

"  Do  you  know  who  did  so?"  pursued  Mr. 
Smith. 

"  I  do,  Sir, — but  I  am  bound  by  a  promise 
not  to  tell  his  name,"  said  Dudley. 

"Retire,  Sir,"  rejoined  the  teacher,  "to 
your  own  room  ;  and  consider  it  as  your  home 
during  the  day ;  you  must  learn  not  to  plot 
against  the  good  order  of  the  school.  Go  Sir  ! 
I  had  hardly  expected  this  conduct  from  you."' 
Charles  obeyed. 
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I  suppose  all  my  readers  will  imagine  that 
Samuel  was  ingenuous  enough  to  confess  his 
fault,  and  save  Charles  from  this  punishment. 
Whatever  he  mio-ht  have  intended  to  do,  was 
prevented,  however,  by  Robert  Lee  ;  who,  as 
soon  as  Dudley  had  gone,  went  straight  up  to 
the  master's  desk,  and  informed  him  that  he 
saw  the  offender   with  the   fruit  in  his  hand. 

tc  And  who  was  it,  Robert?" 

c<  Samuel  Tracy,  Sir  !"  replied  Lee ;  and 
Samuel  was  accordingly  punished. 

It  was  on  the  evening  of  that  day,  that  Mr. 
Smith  called  Charles  Dudley  from  his  confine- 
ment, and  asked  him,  in  the  presence  of  the 
whole  school,  why  he  had  made  that  promise 
to  the  little  offender  ? 

"Because  Sir,"  said  he,  "he  told  me  that 
he  would  never  do  the  like  again,  if  I  would 
not  reveal  his  name  to  you  :  and,  willing  to  en- 
courage him  in  this  good  resolution,  I  made 
him  this  promise. 

«  And,  Robert,"  said  Mr.  Smith,  "  why  did 
you  voluntarily  come  forward,  and  do  what 
you  had  promised  you  would  not  ?" 

"  I  made  no  reply  to  his  request,"  said  Ro- 
bert Lee  ;  "  and  was  not  bound  by  any  agree- 
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ment.  I  have  broken  no  promise."  And  the 
consequence,  was,  that  Dudley  stood  higher  in 
the  estimation  of  his  teacher,  than  ever ;  for 
he  had  disdained  to  break  his  plighted  word, 
even  to  save  himself  from  punishment,  or  from 
an  imputation  that  his  conscience  told  him  was 
unjust — and  his  fellow-scholars  loved  him  bet- 
ter than  ever,  for  his  constancy  and  manliness ; 
while  Robert  Lee  was  looked  upon,  as  a  dan- 
gerous companion  ;  as  one  who  silently  agreed 
to  promises  he  did  not  mean  to  keep ;  and 
therefore,  as  one,  whom  it  was  safest  to  avoid. 
Pie  was  very  unhappy  at  school,  in  conse- 
quence of  this  affair,  and  was  obliged,  not  long 

after,  to  leave  B ,  and  go  to  another  place. 

(<  After  all,"  said  he  to  Charles  Dudley,  just 
before  he  left  school,  u  after  all,  I  said  nothing 
but  the  trvth  of  Sam.  Tracy." 

li  It  is  true,  you  have  spoken  the  truth,"  re- 
plied Charles  ;  but  there  are  times  when  it  is 
ungenerous  to  tell  every  thing  we  know.  In 
this  case,  you  violated  a  solemn  duty  ;  for  one 
of  your  class-mates  trusted  to  your  honor,  and 
you  betrayed  the  trust.  o — 

A v, 
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Here  we  see  a  picture  of  the  earth,  moving 
round  the  sun.  At  W,  the  North  pole  is 
turning  away  from  the  sun  into  the  dark  and 
cold  ;  this  is  the  reason  we  have  winter ;  for 
we  live  toward  the  North  pole,  and  when  we 
turn  away  from  the  heat  of  the  sun,  the  weath- 
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er  becomes  cold.  And  the  reason  the  days  are 
very  short,  is  because  the  earth,  as  she  turns 
herself,  while  she  goes  round  the  sun,  has 
very  little  light  to  go  through,  and  a  great  deal 
ofdarknesss;  as  she  turns  round,  she  brings 
us  to  the  light,  and  then  it  is  day  ;  when  we 
get  into  darkness  again,  it  is  night.  The 
earth  is  like  a  famous  dancer;  she  dances 
round  the  sun,  in  an  eliptical  figure,  and  she 
stops  to  whirl  round  upon  her  toes  very  often, 
by  the  way.  An  eliptical  figure  is  not  exactly 
round;  it  is  a  little  longer  than  it  is  broad. 
Now,  it  is  the  first  of  January  ;  and  all  the 
little  girls  are  wishing  "  Happy  New  Year" — 
and  the  presents  are  flying  thick  as  hail  ;  and 
I,  my  little  readers,  wish  you  all  a  "  Happy 
New  Year." 

When  the  world  gets  toSp.  it  will  be  March. 
Then  will  come  storms,  and  bluff  weather,  and 
winds  hurry, — scurrying  through  the  sky.  On 
the  20th  of  March,  the  days  and  nights  are 
equal :  do  you  know  why  ?  Because  just  half 
the  earth  is  toward  the  sun,  and  just  half 
turned  from  it ;  and  the  earth,  as  she  whirls 
round,  carries  us  through  just  as  much  light 
as  she  does  shade.  When  the  earth  gets  to  S, 
it  will  be  June — sweet,  flowery,  garlanded 
27 


314    EVERY  THING  IS  FOR  THE  BEST. 

June  !  Now,  the  North  Pole  is  toward  the 
sun,  and  we  have  long  days  and  short  nights. 
Why  ?  Because  we  are  carried  through  more 
light  than  darkness,  as  the  earth  turns  round 
on  her  own  axis. 

When  we  arrive  at  A.  it  will  be  September 
23d  ;  and  again,  the  days  and  nights  will  be 
of  equal  length  ;  but  I  shall  not  tell  why,  be- 
cause I  know  my  little  readers  will  remember. 
At  W.  it  will  be  winter  again ;  and  the  days 
will  be  so  short  and  cold  !  But  at  all  events, 
we  can  be  better  and  wiser  than  we  are  now, 
before  the  world  gets  there  again.  So  fare- 
well — and  a  happy,  happy  New  Year  to  all  of 
you  !  which  ever  way  the  world  goes,  you  can 
always  look  on  the  bright  side,  if  you  keep  the 
sunshine  of  your  own  little  hearts. 


EVERY  THING  IS  FOR  THE  BEST. 

[Translated from  the  French.] 
Toward  the  evening  of  a  fine  day  in   sum- 
mer, a  gentleman   who  lived  in  the  country, 
took  his  little  son   with   him  to  the  top  of  a 
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neighboring  hill.  While  they  were  admiring 
the  beauty  of  the  setting  sun,  which  made 
every  thing  around  them  look  bright  and  hap- 
py ;  they  saw  a  shepherd  driving  his  flock,  and 
heard  the  joyful  bleating  of  the  frolicksome 
little  lambs.  The  sides  of  the  road,  which 
they  were  obliged  to  travel,  were  lined  with 
thorn  bushes  and  thistles  ;  and  every  sheep  in 
passing,  rubbed  against  the  briars,  and  lost  a 
piece  of  his  wool.  This  troubled  little  Wil- 
liam very  much. 

"  See,  Papa!"  he  exclaimed — ■'  see  how 
the  naughty  thorns  steal  the  wool  from  the 
sheep.  Why  does  God,  who  is  so  good  to 
every  thing,  let  the  thorns  grow  to  do  mis- 
chief ?  Why  do  not  men  destroy  every  one 
of  them  1  Poor  sheep  !  To-morrow  morning 
I  will  come  with  my  pruning  knife,  and  I  will 
cut  down  all  these  wicked  bushes.  Won't  you 
come  and  help  me,  Papa  ?" 

Father.  I  will  see  about  it,  my  son.  But 
why  are  you  so  angry  with  the  briars  and 
thorns  ?  Don't  you  know  that  we,  ourselves 
rob  the  sheep,  at  shearing  them  1  Instead  of 
taking  a  few  locks  of  wool,  we  take  their  whole 
coat. 
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William.  But  then  we  have  need  of  it,  to 
make  our  clothes  ;  and  it  grows  all  the  better 
after  being  cut  off.  Beside,  I  have  heard  you 
say,  that  sheep  always  shed  their  wool  in  sum- 
mer ;  and  it  surely  is  better  that  we  should 
cut  it  off,  and  make  some  use  of  it,  than  that 
it  should  be  entirely  lost.  But  these  thorns  do 
not  need  the  wool.  They  do  mischief,  with- 
out its  being  of  use  to  anybody.  Dear  Papa,  do 
come  with  me  to-morrow,  and  cut  them  down. 

Father.  Very  well.  We  will  take  a  walk 
at  break  of  day  ;  and  then  we  will  see  about 
it.  But,  my  dear  son,  let  me  caution  you 
against  saying  too  suddenly  that  things  are  of 
no  use,  merely  because  they  do  not  happen  to 
be  of  use  to  ourselves.  Remember,  God  is 
wise  ;  and  all  things  are  for  the  best. 

William,  who  thought  himself  a  great  hero, 
because  he  was  going  to  destroy  the  hurtful 
bushes,  could  hardly  sleep  ;  so  much  was  his 
mind  occupied  with  his  glorious  project.  He 
waked  his  father,  as  soon  as  the  singing  of 
birds  gave  notice   that   morning  was  coming. 

Both  of  them  enjoyed  the  clear  air,  and  the 
glorious  spectacle  of  the  rising  sun;  and  went 
along  singing  merrily,  until  they  arrived  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill.     William  was  running  to  the 
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bushes  to  cut  them  down,  when  his  father 
called  to  him  to  stop.  A  great  number  of 
birds  were  flying  round  the  thorns  ;  and  Wil- 
liam's father  told  him  to  watch,  and  see  what 
they  came  there  for.  He  soon  disvovered  that 
eacli  little  bird  carried  away  in  his  bill  a  lock 
of  the  wool,j  which  the  briars  had  torn  trom 
the  sheep.  Wrens,  linnets,  goldfinches,  and 
robins,  all  went  away  loaded. 

"  You  now  see,"  said  the  father,  "  that  God 
takes  care  of  every  thing.  The  thorns  which 
you  thought  did  nothing  but  mischief,  furnish 
the  pretty  little  birds  with  wool  to  line  their 
nests.  The  sheep  do  not  miss  these  few  locks 
of  wool,  and  the  birds  are  made  very  rich  by 
them.  And  now,  does  my  dear  little  boy  wish 
to  cut  all  the  thorns  down  ?" 

"  Ah,  no,  papa  ;"  replied  William  ;  w  1  see 
I  judged  without  knowledge.  God,  is  wise  ; 
and  all  things  are  for  the  best." 


SCRIPTURE  ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Luke  xii,  35.     Our  Saviour  says  to  his  dis- 
ciples,   "let    your   loins    be   girded    about." 
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There  is  here,  doubtless,  a  reference  to  the 
fact,  that  those  who  travelled  on  foot,  found  it 
necessary  to  fasten  their  garments  at  a  greater 
height  from  the  feet,  than  they  were  accustom- 
ed to  do  at  other  times.  This  they  called 
"  girding  up  their  loins."  An  old  traveller  in 
the  East,  observes,  that  u  all  persons  that  trav- 
el on  foot,  always  gather  up  their  vest,  by 
which  they  walk  more  commodiously,  having 
the  leg  and  knee  unburthened  and  disembar- 
rassed by  the  vest,  which  they  are  not  when 
that  hangs  over  them."  He  further  thinks 
that  this  was  the  manner  in  which  the  Israel- 
ites were  prepared  for  their  departure  from 
Egypt,  when  they  took  the  first  passover. 
Exodus,  xn,  11. 

Jeremiah,  xlix,  19,  and  l,  44.  H  He  shall 
come  up  like  a  lion  from  the  swelling  of  Jor- 
dan." We  are  told  that  the  river  Jordan  has 
what  may  be  called  double  banks,  and  that 
after  having  descended  the  outermost  bank, 
you  go  about  a  furlong  upon  a  level  strand,  be- 
fore you  come  to  the  immediate  banks  of  the 
river.  This  second  bank  is  so  covered  with 
bushes  and  trees,  such  as  tamarisks,  deanders, 
willows,  &c.  that  no  water  is  to  be   seen  till 
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you  have  made  your  way  through  them.  In 
this  thicket,  anciently, — and  the  same  is  said 
to  be  the  case  at  this  day, — several  sorts  of 
wild  beasts  were  accustomed  to  harbour  them- 
selves ;  and  as  the  river  Jordan  is  subject  to 
very  rapid  inundations,  or  overflowings,  these 
wild  animals  were  thus  frequently  forced  out 
of  the  thickets  on  the  river  side,  and  driven  up 
into  the  neighboring  plains,  where  they  infested 
and  ravaged  the  whole  region.  The  prophet 
presents  us  with  an  image  of  a  Lion  thus  rous- 
ed from  his  covert,  and  rushing  up  with  vio- 
lence from  the  water  towards  the  sheep-folds 
and  the  habitations  of  men. 

Matthew,  xxm,  27.  l<  Ye  are  like  unto 
whited  sepulchres,"  &c.  Eastern  travellers 
have  given  us  minute  descriptions  of  the  tombs 
of  the  ancients  ;  and  from  these,  the  following 
account  is  selected.  With  the  exception  of  a 
few  persons,  who  are  buried  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  some  sanctuary,  the  dead  are  carried 
out  at  some  little  distance  from  the  cities  and 
villages,  where  a  large  extent  of  ground  is  al- 
loted  for  the  purpose.  Each  family  has  a  par- 
ticular portion  of  this  ground  walled  in  like  a 
garden,  where   the   bones  of  their  ancestors 
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have  reposed  undisturbed  for  many  genera- 
tions ;  for  in  these  inclosures,  the  graves  are 
all  distinct  and  separate  ;  each  having  a  stone 
placed  upright  both  at  the  head  and  feet,  in- 
scribed with  the  name  of  the  person  who  lies 
there  :  and  the  intermediate  space  is  either 
planted  with  flowers,  bordered  round  with 
stone,  or  paved  all  over  with  tiles.  The  graves 
of  the  principal  citizens  are  further  distinguish- 
ed by  some  square  chambers,  or  cupolas,  which 
are  built  over  them.  Now,  as  all  these  differ- 
ent sorts  of  tombs  and  sepulchres,  and  likewise 
the  very  walls  of  the  inclosures,  are  constantly 
kept  cleanly  white-washed  and  beautified,  they 
continue  to  this  day  to  afford  an  excellent  il- 
lustration of  those  expressions  of  our  Saviour, 
in  which  he  mentions  the  garnishing  of  the 
sepulchres,  and  compares  the  Scribes,  Phari- 
sees, and  hypocrites,  to  whited  sepulchres.  It 
was  not  merely  for  the  sake  of  ornament,  that 
the  Jews  made  their  tombs,  and  the  inclosures 
connected  with  them,  white;  their  object  was, 
likewise,  to  mark  out  the  place  so  distinctly, 
that  no  one  might  trespass  by  treading  upon 
it,  which  was  considered  by  them  a  defilement 
by  all  means  to  be  avoided.  What  is  here 
said   about  the  Jewish  sepulchres,  will   like- 
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wise  illustrate  Matthew,  vin.  28,  where 
mention  is  made  of  the  demoniacs,  who  came 
out  of  the  tombs.  It  is  obvious,  that  they 
might  dwell  in  the  chambers,  or  cupolas  con- 
structed like  rooms,  that  were  built  over  the 
graves. 

Luke,  xxxi.  5.  "  Some  spake  of  the  temple, 
how  it  was  adorned  with  goodly  stones  and 
gifts."  There  is,  doubtless,  a  reference  here 
to  the  custom  of  hanging  up  consecrated  gifts 
in  the  temples,  which  prevailed  in  most  of  the 
ancient  nations.  The  immense  opulence  of 
the  temple  at  Jerusalem  is  spoken  of  by  some 
ancient  historians.  Among  other  treasures, 
which  it  contained,  there  was  a  golden  table 
given  by  Pompey,  and  several  golden  vines  of 
exquisite  workmanship,  as  well  as  immense 
size  ;  for  Josephus,  the  Jewish  historian,  says 
that  they  had  clusters  as  tall  as  a  man.  The 
same  writer  likewise  asserts,  that  the  marble  of 
the  temple  was  so  white,  as  to  appear  to  one  at 
a  distance  like  a  mountain  of  snow;  and  that 
the  gilding  of  several  of  its  external  parts  was 
very  splendid.  These  circumstances  suffi- 
ciently account  for  such  expressions  of  admi- 
ration, as  that  in  the  above  quoted  passage  of 
Scripture.  7. 
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TO  MY  SISTER, 

On  her  birth  day,  April  22d. 

Sister,  I've  twined  thee  lovely  wreaths, 
In  childhood's  careless  days; 

As  I  have  heard  thee  sing  thy  songs, 
Thy  wildest,  sweetest  lays. 

And  if  those  hours  of  joy  have  pass'd, 
Still  there  are  flowers  bright ; 

And  I  can  weave  a  garland,  now, 
Sweet  as  would  e'er  meet  sight. 

Oh  !  I  will  place  my  wreath  upon, 
Thy  brow  so  young,  so  fair, — 

And  I  would  wish  no  zeal  but  joy, 
To  set  its  impress  there. 

And  may  thy  birth  day  songs,  e'er  be, 
Sweet  notes  of  gayer  years; 

But.  oh  !  I  know  this  "  life  at  best," 
Is  all  a  ee  vale  of  tears  !" 

And  if  we  seek  the  brightest  flowr's, 

They  still  are  first  to  fade  ; 
And  often  sweetest  buds  of  mirth, 

Are  "  faint  from  sorrow's  shade." 

Then,  if  I  crown  thee  with  a  wreath, 

A  breath  of  sunny  flowers  ; 
It  will  not  be  a  fairy  one, 

Untouch'd  by  summer  showers  ! 
Ghn  Creran,  A- 
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